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	1. Chapter 1

Jake yawned taking his seat on the train and less then half a second passed before he pulled out his laptop. It was weird taking the fireplace here but weird in a 'why'd they wanna do that' kind of way instead of being surreal.

Jake was used to magic even though his father was a normal guy and his mother... well the gene skips a generation sometimes so she couldn't do magic herself.

Jake and his pain in the butt sister were both magical, their brains were evolved enough in order to tap into the chakra pathways that ran throughout their bodies. Everyone and everything has chakra, even plants, but only more evolved creatures can use it (like dragons and wizards). As Jake's favor teacher often pointed out just because his brain was 'evolved' didn't make him smart. Why Mister Kedrid, the mean old dark elf, was his favorite teacher might surprise a lot of people. It was because the elf couldn't care less about Jake's title. Somethings it could be cool to be admired but some of the time it made him ill. The kids and teachers alike, even the principle, treated Jake like a celebrity. Jake was popular at his magic school but he never had any real friends there either. It was nice having someone to talk to that didn't put him on a pedestal.

"This seat taken?" Said a small boy, remarkably as small as Jake, with big round glasses and bright green eyes

"Take it" Jake shrugged checking his email, neither Spud nor Trixie had written him back yet. Guess that should be expected, ever since Pops found out about the magical world they hadn't really seen much of each other. They didn't know about magic either which made Jake feel like he was lying to them even though the subject never came up. Still the secret put strain on their friendship, they just didn't know why.

When Pops learned magic was real the first thing he did was faint but after his little freak out he wanted to make sure his children had the best magical education he could afford. So Jake stared going to a private magic school hidden in New York City and his best friends became 'after school friends'.

The school 'Hocus' was one of the best schools in the country, meaning it was expensive, but the Dean herself was so excited about having the 'American Dragon' in her school she gave him a scholarship (meaning she waved the fee). Odd how that same reason got him kicked out after a few short years. Jake's sister was still enrolled there because she wasn't burdened with that title (she got a scholarship because she was a know it all). Now because of that stupid title Jake was once again being forced to go to yet another new school. At least his old school was in the same city, this one wasn't even on the same continent. And again his 'after school friends' were downgraded to 'summer friends'.

Because of his bloodline Jake was destined to become the 'American Dragon' the second his draconic powers kicked in but Pops had yet another freak out. Guess it was kind of nuts to have a 13 year old fighting for his life on a daily baises, even if it was supervised. Anyway since no school in America was willing to piss off the Dragon Council by 'brainwashing' their 'sacred warrior' with evil learning books Pops got a little drastic.

So here the boy sat on a train to Scotland to go to some British boarding school to learn the English style of magic. Jake was used to casting spells through hand movements and incantations. Wands weren't taught until 5th year as an elective, teaching students how to use them as a focus. Here wands were used for everything, even basic cleaning spells, because of this Jake's parents bought him a bunch of scrolls and books based on wand movements for spells but even after studying all of those Jake was still far behind the students of Hogwarts who'd undoubtedly had been studying with wands their whole lives. Jake even had to get a custom made wand because the normal ones acted all screwy with his draconic heritage.

Pops figured since Gramps has been taking care of the American Dragon duties for this long the old man can wait another four years. Really he had a point as dragons have a life expectancy of over a thousand years, so it's not like waiting for Jake to be an adult was THAT big a deal. At least not nearly as big as the Dragon Council was making it out to be.

"You might want to preserve the battery" a girl's voice broke him out of his chain of thought

Jake looked up to see a girl with puffy curly hair sitting next to him. Another boy, a tall ginger, was sitting across from her and the boy with the glasses was sitting across from Jake himself.

"Huh?" was obviously the best way to show off his mad vocab skills

"The battery" she repeated "Hogwarts doesn't have any outlets for it"

"I know" Jake groaned closing his laptop "you guys are Amish. Don't worry the thing's enchanted so in addition to being able to use it anywhere it's got a few eternities of life left in it"

"Your not supposed to have enchanted muggle artifacts, its illegal" the girl scolded

"whaggle?" Jake blinked

"non magic folk" the boy with the glasses responded instantly sounding like he was repeating what someone else told him "this your first year at Hogwarts?"

"Yeah" Jake shrugged "I'm an exchange student from America so I don't really know british slang" muggle sounded like it was a curse word if it wasn't so silly

"Why are you going to Hogwarts if your from America?" the redhead eyed him

"Long story" Jake shrugged again "Anyway my laptop can't be illegal because I brought it here from America"

"I'm pretty sure that's smuggling, also illegal" said the girl

"Yes well I have this horrible illness where if I don't have constant contact to the internet I spite fire at everything within 49 miles. It's called 'touch-my-laptop-and-die-itis', its very contagious to anyone who's had prolonged exposure to the world wide web"

The redhead appeared completely lost during this conversation.

"Jake Long" Jake smiled holding his hand out to the girl

"Hermione Granger" the girl answered politely "That's Ron Weasley and Harry" she was making a point in not saying Harry's last name

"Wazzup" Jake continued to grin putting his laptop back into his backpack. It seemed pretty stupid to get a trunk like the school wanted when he could just put everything into the near bottomless backpack he got for school years ago "So what houses are you guys in?" Jake figured that was a safe way to keep the conversation going.

"We're all Gryffindors" he seemed to only be having this conversation with Hermione "What about you, have you been sorted yet?"

"I got sorted when Dumbles gave me and my 'rents a tour of the castle" explained Jake "it felt like that weird hat took the better part of an hour before settling on Slytherin" everything instantly came grinding to a stop and moments passed like hours before suddenly Ron exploded "I KNEW there was something wrong with you"

"Ron!" Hermione snapped

"Look at his hair!"

Jake blushed running a hand through his spiky green hair so dark it appeared black. Only the light hitting it could reveal the green and there was a lot of light flooding in from the window. It had been a long time since anyone teased him about his oddly colored hair.

"Who else would charm their hair green" Ron sneered clearly not caring for an answer

"It's naturally that color" Jake sighed

"Sure what are you part lizard?" Ron snapped ignoring Hermione's loud "Ron, shut up"

Jake held up his hand and allowed it to burst into flames, his fingers turned to claws and his skin to red scales "You could say that"

Hermione was glaring daggers at the redhead as Jake let his hand change back to normal "You'd think a wizard would be smart enough to realize a kid with pointy ears and green hair wasn't entirely human"

"At all human actually" Jake corrected

"You're a Draconic Sorcerer right?" the girl tried to steer the conversation away from her mentally challenged friend "I've read about them. Shape shifters descended from dragons. Beings that forsake their humanity in favor of their draconic heritage"

Jake didn't really know anything about 'forsaking' his humanity. He just wasn't human to begin with. His dragon blood made him a dragon. At least according to all the other 'draconic sorcerers' as the british called them "Beings? I thought the ministry labeled us as Beast?"

That made Hermione look a bit uncomfortable "They fixed that... oversight a long time ago"

'Not the way Gramps tells it' Jake thought but then again Gramps was running on 600 years of bitter old man. He likely never forgave the British for calling him an animal.

Gramps had told horror stories about the British to try and scare Jake enough to stop him from coming here. Stories of capturing 'Draconic Sorcerers' and ripping out all of their scales one by one before harvesting their organ, for potions presumably. They had to be kept alive throughout all of this as dragons revert back to their human form upon their death.

Not that Jake's opinion mattered in the slightest so all Gramps did was terrify his grandson and anger the boy's parents. The headmaster of the school convinced his parents it was safe. That that barbaric point in their history was just that, history. Something long since passed. Of course Dumbledore hadn't phrased it like that but it's how Jake understood it. These wizards just wanted, no expected, everyone to forgive and forget.

The British Ministry of Magic got along so horribly with the Dragon Council it didn't matter. In America the council practically ruled over all magic. A 'Draconic Sorcerers' was even serving as the current Secretary of Magic to the President but here... It's why Hogwarts was the best place for Jake to finish his education. The council had virtually no power here so they couldn't threaten the British into doing what they wanted without major political backlash. China, Africa, Australia, nearly everywhere at least respected the Dragon Council but not here. Here the British could care less. Here Jake wasn't the American Dragon. Here he was just a kid going to school.

"So what's your favorite Quidditch team" the boy with the glasses, 'Harry' Jake reminded himself, asked

"I can't believe your making idol chatter with a Slytherin!" Ron... Jake decided he didn't like Ron.

"I'll be honest" Jake ignored the redhead "The game doesn't make a whole lot of sense to me. The point system is insane. Like you get 200 points for grabbing one of the balls, the rest of the game just seems pointless with that"

"It's 150 points" Harry corrected well adjusting his glasses "And it's pretty wicked if you give it a chance. Don't they have Quidditch in America?"

"Not really" Jake admitted and just as he was about to confess he'd never actually been to a Quidditch game there was a sudden jerk and the train was on the move "I prefer baseball anyway"

Ron scrunched up his nose "what's baseball?"

Now it was Jake's turn to stare in shock "How could ya never heard of baseball? The great American pastime!"

"Probably because it's the great 'American' pastime" Hermione smiled and ignored Jake's mutter of "still shoulda heard of it" as she turned back to Ron "It's a muggle sport Ronald"

"Why would a Slytherin care about some muggle sport?" insult that m word was definitely an insult the way Ron said it

Hermione sighed losing her patience with her redheaded friend "America doesn't have the same blood purist views as Britain Ronald"

"Blood purist?" sounded like they were freaking Nazis, maybe should have lied and not let these guy in

"some wizards and witches believe that muggles are somehow inferior to us because they can't use magic, and all that rubbish" Harry rolled his eyes and Hermione continued for him with an added bitterness "they even claim those born to muggle parents are lesser beings"

Dumbledore seemed to have forgotten to mention British wizards were all racist against anything that wasn't a perfectly ordinary wizard but even with that this was literally the only place in the world that won't boot Jake out to keep the Dragon Council happy.

Jake scrunched up his nose "Okay how does that make sense? The normal people thing I can get with the whole magical holocaust they did" he didn't get it, not really, since it was forever and a decade ago but Gramps was still pissed at human wizards so Jake knew hate could last "but why hate on fellow wizards? I mean in a million years everyone will be able to use magic so ain't they just slowing down natural evolution" hay take that teachers of Hocus he did pay attention.

Hermione was staring at him with an approving smile then confessed "Both of my parents are muggle dentist" why'd she call them 'muggle'? Wasn't that a swear? Did she not like her parents? She sounded like she liked them.

Not thinking long on that Jake quickly screamed "Ah dentist-es!" and used his hands to cover his mouth, protecting his teeth.

Harry laughed well Ron looked on with a confused expression "what's a dentist?"

"They fix your teeth mate" Harry pointed to his mouth, presumably in case the redhead didn't know what teeth were

Ron nodded with no understanding in his eyes before refocusing them on Jake "how do you know what they are?"

"Neither of my parents can do magic and Pops insisted on dragging me to that awful place until he learned of potions to fix teeth" Jake smiled taking his hands away "The school nurse gave them to us about once a month. It was kind of a mix blessing 'cause she had to pull out all my fillings in order for the potion to heal my teeth properly but after all that horrible first encounter it wasn't so bad"

"How are you a Draconic Sorcerer if both your parents are muggles?" Harry asked curiously, and trying not to think about how awful it be to have all your fillings pulled out. He felt strangely glad his relatives never bothered to take him to the dentist "are you adopted?"

"If I was adopted I wouldn't have ta put up with my bratty little sister. No, the gene skipped over my mom. I get it from her side of the family" everyone in the states already knew all this and Jake wasn't sure how he felt about having to explain it and not the media horse feeding every little detail about his life to the public.

"What kind of Slytherin are you?" Ron blurted out "How can you be the son of a muggle and a squib and land in Slytherin!"

"What's that supposed to mean!" Jake snapped angrily

"Ignore him" Hermione insisted "He's got about as much tact as a troll"

"Oi!"

"What's a squib?" Harry asked innocently

"It means your parents were magical but you can't do it" Ron shrugged

"and be sure never to call my mom that ever again"

"Why its what she is?" Ron scuffed

Jake was really to jump up and beat the ever loving crud out of the redhead when Hermione gently placed her hand on his shoulder, grabbing his attention "It doesn't mean anything bad" she assured "Its just a quicker way of saying 'a person born from at least one magical parent but having no ability to use magic themselves' that can be a bit of a mouthful in passing conversation. Like muggle just means 'a person who can't use magic' nothing more"

"What more could it mean?" Ron rolled his eyes but before Hermione could tell him to shut up again an old woman with a cart full of goodies rolled up and smiled as Harry ordered a mountain of everything well Hermione got a copy of the morning paper.

Without even asking if it was okay Ron grabbed a box of jelly beans from Harry's stash for himself.

"Does he always freeload off you?" Jake asked Harry

"I'm not a freeloader you mangy lizard! " no Jake did not like Ron at all

###

Draco looked high and low on the train for the American Dragon. Uncle Sev had been over at Malfoy Manor for a casual cup of tea with Lucius, Draco's father. As head of Slytherin house Uncle Sev had influence over many of the noble families' children and would occasionally talk about his work with Draco's father. So it was not really a shock when Uncle Sev mentioned in passing one of his new charges. This new charge just happened to be a half breed by the name of Jake Long. Normally such news of a subhuman entering Slytherin house would infuriate Lucius but this time a smile spread across his face. Lucius may be a blood purist but he was a business man first. Although the Council of Draconic Sorcerers held no weight in the civilized world the rest of it considered their lackeys to be some kind of divine saviors. A friendship between Draco and one of these beast would (not 'could' but a definite 'would') open up doors in many places for the Malfoys world wide and maybe add a few riches for the dragon itself. Father said dragons were naturally obsessed with gold and all things that sparkled so it would be easy to bribe the creature with a display of wealth.

"You can freeload to if you like" Draco sneered hearing that voice and quickly walked past Saint Potter's cabin.

###

"Thanks" Jake grinned taking a chocolate frog. They were his favorites. He put the whole frog in his mouth and sucked on it. Feeling the treat wiggle and kick in his mouth.


	2. Chapter 2

**A/N:** Jake may appear more book smart in this story but that's only when it comes to Magical Creatures and potions. Magical Creatures because his grandfather has been teaching him about them since he was a toddler, in preparation for when the boy's dragon powers kicked in, and potions as Fu Dog has often let him help out with them. Jake doesn't know anything about Dementors as they are very rare in America so Gramps put them low on the priority list of what to teach Jake.

**Chapter 2**

It was late and they still hadn't gotten to the school. Why they hadn't just used the fireplace to get to the school like they had to get to the train station didn't make sense. Although to be honest Jake was having fun on the train. Talking to Hermione and Harry (doing his best to ignore Ron) well watching movies or playing video games on his laptop was great. Jake had gotten those cool controllers for his laptop that made it feel more like he was playing on a counsel.

Even though he didn't like Ron he was willing to let the boy play to but the redhead couldn't figure out the controls and was sitting there sulking well the others played one of Jake's racing games.

The train came to a sudden stop and the lights flickered off "Are we there?" Jake put down his controller as he peaked out the window. Nothing to see but trees and dark skies. Jake shivered as the air grew cold and ice covered the window. He jumped when he saw something pass by. It was too dark to make out just what was out there and to be honest the mystery of it only scared him more.

"What the bloody hell was that?" Ron blurted out pressing his face against the glass.

Hearing the door slide open Jake turned and nearly puked at what he saw. It glided into the compartment a decaying corpse dressed in a torn black cloak. At least he held up better then Harry who actually fainted at the monster's approach. Jumping between them Jake felt his throat burn as he sucked in air. The sensation only built until it finally exploded.

The monster screamed as it was enveloped in flames. The fire raged and pushed the monster back. Once the creature was out of the compartment Jake choked back the flames and allowed them to consume his own body. He hadn't had much experience changing so as expected he failed miserably. Only his right arm and left leg shifted well half his face turned to red scales. He concentrate deeply and smiled when wings sprouted on his back.

Wasting no time Jake leaped at the monster shoving it into the compartment across from his and then out their window, cutting himself with a few stray shards of glass in the process.

There was no moon out tonight and the only light came from the still burning cloak of the floating corpse. With his clawed hand Jake slashed at the creature before it had the chance to recover. His weak human eyes were unable to notice more black cloaks rushing him in the darkness. He remained oblivious to them even as he felt it, as if all the world's happiness was being sucked out of him.

Jake attempted to shake off the feeling as he vomited more flames at the creature. The light revealed more of the monsters. Making the connection he beat his wings hard against the air. As he flew above the train he felt his throat burn. Choking the sensation back it built more and more until he quickly turned, and counting on the monsters being right on his tail, and allowed the fire to burst from his mouth in the form of one massive ball... a flaming ball the creatures easily dodged. They grabbed hold of him, togging and pulling as they fed off his every happy thought. His loving family being stolen from his mind.

Jake felt it as his dragon side gave out and he reverted back to his human form but the monsters kept him in the sky as they leeched off him. All was gone, every dream, every thought. He was alone, like always.

There was a flash of light and the creatures dropped him before scattering. The last thing he remembered was being caught by a pair of scaly arms, soft like a snake's.

###

"Very good young dragon" were the first words he heard as he woke

"Good?" a much colder voice spoke "Good? Your grandson tries to kill himself and your reaction is 'good job'. It seems the stories of wise old dragons are complete works of fiction after all"

"He lacks the skills needed to combat such foes but he acted with the instincts of a warrior, something your kind would know nothing about. Yes I take pride from his actions"

"Gramps?" Jake blinked sitting up "where am I?" he was in a long room filled with beds. There was a tall man dressed in black standing next to Gramps. It took a second for Jake's brain to supple the name 'Snape' his head of house. Jake must be really out of it if he forgot the scary looking man he meet during his tour of Hogwarts. He meet most of the staff but Snape and Hagrid kind of stuck out. Oddly enough after seeing flying zombies Snape seemed only slightly less scary.

"Drink this" Gramps ignored his question for the moment as he handed Jake a cup.

Jake suspiciously sniffed at it expecting some kind of nasty potion but shocked himself at the scent. Still not trusting it he sipped the liquid "Hot chocolate?" Jake eyed his grandfather confused

"Chocolate holds many special properties, of which you should already be aware of, it's the quickest cure for an encounter with a Dementor" Gramps 'explained'

"What's a Dementor?" Jake asked

"Enough talk, drink" Gramps ordered well Jake just shrugged and compiled "A Dementor is the creature you faced on the train. They are parasites that feed off positive emotions leaving behind only the worst memories. If left to their own devices they will even devour a person's soul. They cannot be killed as they are the physical manifestations of death. Most of the word see them as the monsters they are and confine them in soul gems. The wizards of Britain, being oh so smarter then the rest of the world, use them as guards to their prisons. Allowing them to torment and devour the souls of jaywalkers"

Snape scoffed but didn't correct Gramps

"As to where you are," Gramps continued "this is the hospital wing of Hogwarts, you should be well enough to leave after a few cups of chocolate"

"I'd like to keep him overnight for observation" said an old woman as she walked over shining a light in Jake's eyes with her wand. Why are school nurses so nitpicky? At least Jake assumed she was a nurse. It be just weird if she wasn't. When she finally walked away Jake turned back to Gramps "Not to sound ungrateful but what are you doing here Gramps? They call you when I got hurt? Pops not here is he!?" Pops would freak if he knew Jake charged after monsters when he scent the boy to another country to get him away from such things.

"No your parents don't know" Gramps assured well Jake sighed in relief "I'm here because frankly I don't trust these wizards alone with you" the old dragon showed no shame in admitting this in front of one of the 'untrustworthy' wizards "I spoke with the council and they agree I need to at least continue your training and do my best to prevent any corruption these wizards may impose on you. So I've taken a position as the History of Magic professor. Here I will train you for your position as the American Dragon. The council has made an enforcers group to handle my duties in America"

"Ah man can't I just join the martial arts club like I did at my old school. I already have a ton of work with all my classes"

"Hogwarts does not have a 'martial arts' club" Snape informed watching Jake's horrified expression

"These wizards view anything with the hint of physical exertion, or anything that requires actual work, beneath them" Gramps huffed

"No need to hold yourself back 'dragon' tell me your real opinion" Snape sneered "I'm hopping on my toes to be enlightened of the various flaws of all things British. Perhaps my morning tea has offended you in some way"

"As a matter a fact it smelled horrible, far too strong" Gramps sneered back "Now why don't you go fly away on your broom, I see no reason why you should be bothering my grandson"

"One of my charges attempted to commit suicide by Dementors, I'm justified in wanting to know why"

"They were attacking the train" Jake shrugged "I had to do something"

"Firstly they were not attacking the train, they were searching it as ordered by the ministry. Secondly a 13 year old has no business doing anything against a Dementor, let alone seven" were there really that many?

"You acted well young dragon" Gramps contradicted Snape's rant "A little too prematurely with your skill level but your instincts were dead on"

That sneer hadn't left Snape's face as the the man made a disgruntled sound in his throat. He took a piece of paper out of his robes and a scroll before handing them to Jake "Your class schedule and the rules of Slytherin house. You are expected to read over the rules and right a 3 foot essay on them, due by next Saturday"

"What like three pages?" Jake blinked

"You should write it out on a scroll, not muggle paper"

"What about on my laptop" Jake asked

"A computer won't work on school grounds and regardless write it out by hand" Snape instructed

"My handwriting sucks" Jake mumbled

"Then I will assign you some exercises to improve it"

Jake looked up in horror "What? No that's not what I meant!"

"I expect nothing but the best out of my Slytherins Mister Long. Any area you need improvement, academic or personal, I will be more them willing to provided my assistance..." his face softened a bit "Feel free to come to me for help"

"As I am here he won't need to take you up on that offer" Gramps assured

Snape scuffed "As you have everything in order I'll leave you to continue brainwashing your grandson" he then turned his eyes back at Jake "I'll send someone up here tomorrow to escort you to class. The halls can be tricky to navigate at first" with that the potions master swiped his robes like something out of a Dracula movie and left

"The gall of that man" as Gramps growled Jake spotted a box on the small table by his bed

"What's with the box Gramps?" Jake eyed finishing his hot chocolate.

"Oh a student came by well you were still unconscious and left it. Harry, I believe the boy's name was"

Jake smiled opening the box and spying a dozen chocolate frogs crawling over each other. Harry must figure the more chocolate the young dragon consumed the faster he'd get better. Thankful Jake took one of the frogs and bit off its head.

###

"Jake Long I presume" spoke a blonde as he stepped into the room the following morning

"Uh yeah" Jake looked up as he finished tying his shoes. This kid had perfect timing. Jake was already fully dressed in his school uniform.

"Draco Malfoy" the boy introduced himself as he walked over "Uncle Sev asked me to show you to class"

"Uncle Sev?" Jake blinked meeting Draco half way then following the boy out of the nurse's office

Draco kept talking on their way down the hall "Professor Snape and my father are well acquainted" Draco explained "He's my godfather. Though he prefers it if I call him Professor during class 'Uncle Sev' is fine when its just us Slytherins"

"Oh" was all Jake could think to say.

"I heard you already suffered Uncle Sev's wrath for getting smart"

It took Jake a minute to think about that "Yo I wasn't trying to be smart I just said my handwriting sucks and Mister Snape gave me more work"

"Yeah he'll do that" Draco nodded sympathetically "He's always a strict professor but he's also a really good head of house. When he's not teaching a class you'll usually find him in the common room helping us snakes out with our homework, grading papers, or playing exploding snap. He prefers chess but usually only plays that with the older students as the younger ones tend to get frustrated losing to him all the time. All in all he's a good head of house, just strict. To me more so then most because I'm his godson. I reflect on his image more then other students in his care" Draco rambled "Also heard your grandfather is our new History of Magic instructor"

"Yeah" Jake shrugged "Didn't really know that until I got here. Gramps likes to play things pretty close to the vest"

"About time they fired that incompetent hack" Draco scuffed "you know they had some old ghost as the history professor before you came. It was so boring people fell asleep in that class all the time, not that it cared. History of Magic was probably the best place to take a nap in the entire school"

"Probably need to find a new place cause gramps won't tolerate that" Jake informed

They chatted for awhile, Draco doing most of the talking, as they headed outside and towards Hagrid's hut. Jake had meet the half giant during his tour of the school but honestly didn't know what to think. The large man was kind of... happy, REALLY happy. Not at all like the giants Jake read about. He was also very interested in the fact Jake was a dragon, asking all kinds of embarrassing questions. Still Jake looked forward to the class. Gramps had been making him study magical creatures since before he could read to prepare him for his future duties so this should be easy.

"Where's your book?" Draco suddenly noticed the absence of one in Jake's hands as they made it to Hagrid's, a little late to realize he'd forgotten it

"In my bag" Jake smiled pulling out the man eating book from his backpack. He gently stroked the spine and with a purr the book opened.

"Jake" Harry called walking over through the crowd of students waiting for Hagrid "How'd you do that?" Harry asked noticing the open book "Mine keeps trying to take a bite out of me"

"You just stroke the spine" Jake explained, he was well familiar with books by this author and nearly every person who wrote about magical creatures.

"Too stupid to figure it out on your own Potter" Draco smirked

"Sod off Malfoy" in less then five seconds Jake miraculously pieced together that these two didn't like each other.

"Jake?" Hermione smiled looking over the boy, just now realizing she never asked what year the hybrid was in. It was kind of obvious now given he was in their class "How are you liking Hogwarts"

"Well not including the tour Dumbles gave me I've only seen it from the inside of the nurse's office but it seems okay so far" Jake shrugged ignoring Draco glaring at the Gryffindors.

"You really shouldn't waste your time with this herd of misfits" Draco droned not waiting for Jake to respond he continued "How do you know these disgraces anyway?"

"We shared the same compartment on the train, you know before the floating zombies attacked" Jake shrugged, not really wanting to get in between their feud

Draco snickered "Yeah heard how our cute little golden boy fainted at the sight of them"

Before Harry could respond there was a loud "Draco!" as two tall bulky boys pushed their way through the crowd of students "Where were-" one of them began before the other nudged him and tilted his head towards the Gryffindors

"Now these are some class act friends" Draco smiled "This is Gregory Goyle and his cousin Vincent Crabbe. Guys this is Jake Long an exchange student from America. Professor Snape asked me to show him around"

"Wazzup" Jake smiled shaking each boys' hand. They were huge. Jake's small hand fit so easily into the palms like a child's would an adult's. The cousins' must be a little over a foot taller then your average 13 year olds so they absolutely dwarfed Jake. Gregory looked like he wanted to say something but was keeping it to himself.

When Hagrid appeared Jake found himself at the head of the class along with Harry, Draco, Hermione, Gregory, Vincent... and Ron... Harry had wandered up to the front and the rest of the group followed. They walked by the edge of the forest and Jake's eyes popped wide open at the sight. It was a giant pen filled with horse like birds. They had bright orange eyes and beautiful feathers. Their head was like an eagle's and their feet were sharp talons, their body was that of a horse. When signing up for this class Jake assumed they'd just be talking about magical creatures, that what the older kids said the class was like back in America. No here they were actually able to see the creatures they were studying and not just a picture in a book! This was going to be awesome!

"Now, firs' thing yeh gotta know abou' hippogriffs" Hagrid explained "is, they're proud. Easily offended, hippogriffs are. Don't never insult one, 'cause it might be the last thing yeh do. Yeh always wait fer the hippogriff ter make the firs' move. It's polite, see? Yeh walk towards him, and yeh bow, an' yeh wait. If he bows back, yeh're allowed to touch him. If he doesn' bow, then get away from him sharpish, 'cause those talons hurt." he tossed a fish at the majestic creature then looked down at Harry and encouraged him to go on.

"You should keep eye contact" Jake added helpfully as Harry walked up a few feet towards on and away from the class.

Following both Hagrid's and Jake's advice, if not Jake's a tad more hesitantly, Harry bowed with his eyes looking deeply into the creature's. After a moment the hippogriff bowed back and Hagrid wasted no time in putting the boy on the creature's back and sending him off into the sky. Jake watched in awe as they flew through the air. Jake was still getting the hang of flying himself. He could fly but his movements were awkward and he really didn't feel like embarrassing himself with his pitiful attempt in front of everyone otherwise he'd have joined them.

"So what" Draco snored with perhaps the tiniest hint of jealousy in his voice as Harry landed "Anyone can ride this beast, it's probably got a brain the size of a peanut" he sneered as he walked over to it. Hagrid was to busy talking with Harry to notice one of his students was doing something remarkably stupid

The hippogriff jumped up and sliced his talons through the air. Jake just barely managed to tackle Draco to the ground so the creature missed. Jake coughed out a blast of smoke and sparks. He didn't let the fire build up in his throat long enough to produce flames but it was fine as he didn't actually want to hurt the creature, just get it away from Draco. Mission accomplished as it backed away from the smoke and stared at Jake suspiciously.

"Did you see that" Draco hollered "That beast nearly had my head"

"Of course it did, you seemed to have gone out of your way to do the exact opposite of what Mister Hagrid told us to do" Jake rolled his eyes not noticing the weird, if not worried, looks the other Slytherins were giving him. Helping Draco to his feet he did notice the glare he was being given

"Whatever" snorted Draco walking back into the group.

Only five of the other students were chosen to try their luck riding and oddly enough not one of them was a Slytherin. Jake just shrugged it off thinking it must be a coincidence.

"Why didn't you tell us where you were going?" Gregory burst once the class was over and the Slytherins were safely hidden away from the other houses inside the dungeons.

Draco rolled his eyes and turned them on Jake "Long I'd like to reintroduce you to my stalkers Greg and Vince"

"We're not stalkers!" Vince denied

"I can't go to the bathroom without them following me" Draco groaned

"It's just..." Greg tried

"you're so tiny" Vince finished

"I've had a growth spurt over holiday I'll have you know"

"Didn't seem to help much" another boy muttered

"Can it Nott" Draco snapped

"Yeah Teddy" Vince huffed "Don't pick on little Draco"

"I'm not little! Long's smaller then me"

"There aren't many people who can't claim that" Jake smiled "Maybe a house elf but that's still a toss up"

Teddy smiled at someone counting house elves amongst 'people' "Theodore Nott" he extending his hand but not slowing his pace as the boys marched through the dungeon

"Jake Long" Jake accepted the hand

"Don't take this the wrong way but I haven't noticed you around the common room" Teddy scratched the back of his neck

"That's because he's never been to the common room" Draco scuffed "He's an exchange student from America"

Teddy blinked, his eyes widening with realization. The green hair, pointed ears, obvious Asian decent and American accent "Wait, you're not Jake Long, THE Jake Long, The American Dragon Jake Long?"

Jake blushed and Teddy squealed like a girl "I read all about how you'd be coming but I figured you'd be a Gryffindor or something"

"Now that's an insult if I ever heard one" Draco snickered

"I didn't think it would be in the paper" spoke the still blushing Jake

"It wasn't but there was an entire article about you coming to Hogwarts in Critters Weekly" Teddy smiled "You wouldn't mind signing my dragon posters would you?"

Before Jake had time to respond Draco answered for him "Jake's got better things to do then indulge your inner fan boy Nott"

"Which reminds me" Teddy glared at Draco before turning his eyes pleasantly at Jake "Next time Malfoy does something stupid wait until after we're away from the other houses before commenting. It goes against rule one to snap at each other in public. We have to be a united front"

"Rule one?"

"Didn't Uncle Sev give you the rules for Slytherin house" Drace blinked

"Yeah" Jake admitted "But I haven't read them yet"

"You should get on that as soon as we get back to the common room" Greg advised "Snape is really big on rules"

"We've all got second period free so we might as well get started on the rules essay. Get them over and done with" Teddy yawned, the idea of that essay making him sleepy "Unless someone was stupid enough to take Divination"

"Why are you looking at me?" said Greg

"It's not like any of us are seers" Vince shrugged "Like Snape said the class would be a huge waste of time for us"

"You guys always do what Snape says?" Jake asked

"Well not always" Draco admitted "But it's best not to let Snape catch you breaking the rules, his or the school's"

"He makes us write essays on his rules every single year" Vince groaned "I get making first years do it but even seventh years still have to turn in an essay"

"You don't see any of the other houses having to do that" Greg agreed "The Puffs have their own rules to but they don't write essays on them. The Ravenclaws don't have any official rules but that's cause they believe it's a matter of common sense"

"which they don't have anyway" Vince added

"Then there's the Gryffindorks" Teddy sighed rubbing his head as if the mere thought of Gryffindors gave him a headache "They don't even have to obey the school rules. Professor McGonagall is real strick, even to them, but she's constantly being undermined by the headmaster, crazy old Gryffindor favoring-"

"She still hates Slytherins" Draco chimed in "You'll see Long, most teachers hate us. They're always going on about how we need to 'stay clear of the dark path' just cause You-Know-Who was in our house they automatically assume we're all evil. They forget Merlin was a Slytherin to" the conversation went by so quickly Jake didn't have a chance to ask about 'You Know Who'

"Malfoy being a complete idiot doesn't exactly help our image. He's always doing the exact opposite of what a professor tells us to do" Teddy glared "I just know Hagrid would've let me ride one of those beauties if somebody didn't have such a short attention span"

"Lay off, Its not like he'd have let you no matter what I did" Draco argued "He's got a bloody hard on for Gryffindors"

"Maybe he prefers Gryffindors but he respects Slytherin house. I've had tea with him plenty of times!" Teddy glared "He loves sharing his knowledge of magical creatures. I just know this class will be great as long as somebody doesn't mess it up. Maybe he'll even let us pet Fluffy!"

"Who's Fluffy?" Greg looked to Vince who shrugged at him

"Hagrid has lots of magical creatures, Fluffy is a Cerberus he owns"

"A Cerberus!" Jake exclaimed thinking of the giant three headed dog "You want to pet a Cerberus?... Guess that would be pretty awesome if you don't get your hand bitten off... How do they keep a Cerberus in a school?"

"Hagrid mostly lets Fluffy wanders the Forbidden Forest but the beast came up to Hagrid's hut one time when I was there having tea. He's beautiful with a soft brown coat and chocolate eyes. He was surprisingly calm around Hagrid. I've read they can be extremely violent and overly protective but he wasn't like that at all. He even nudged me with his left head 'cause I only had enough hands to pet the other two. I ended up having to pet that head with my foot but he didn't seem to mind. I even got to feed him some treats" Teddy rambled on until they got to a wall.

"Pure Blood" Draco spoke and the wall opened up.

Jake marveled at the large room with a green and silver theme. The were a little over a dozen long coaches and tables. There were some round tables to with chairs set up and lots of lamps. There was a fireplace with green flames and 'windows' by it looking out to green fields with a bright sun over head. Jake had seen some spelled windows like that before and wasn't too shocked to see outside when they were deep underground in the dungeon. It was a little cold but not so bad thanks to the fireplace.

The boys walked over to one of the coaches with a table and got out all their supplies, some scrolls and quills. They began writing well Jake pulled out the rules from his backpack and read over them. The other boys were well familiar with them so they didn't need to look over the sheet.

The rules were pretty simple to, things you would expect. Rule one being something along the lines of what his housemates explained earlier. A combination of 'keep disagreements in house' and 'defend your housemates'... basically...

Then there were other things like keep the common and dorm rooms clean, don't swore, no bullying, and other rules your parents might give you. The fact the bedtime for third years was 10:30 wasn't all that distressing since that was his bedtime at home. It was much better then first years' anyhow, they were expected to be in bed by 9. There were also study times and assigned 'play times' even for seventh years, apparently Snape didn't believe kids were responsible enough to determine that for themselves.

What really got Jake were the consequences to breaking the rules: Detentions, essays, lines, and one that really stood out. The words 'corporal punishment' may as well have sliced him with a razer blade by the expression on his face.

"H-he can't do that!" Jake gasped

"Do what?" Teddy asked

"T-the whole... s-sp-corporal punishment... thing... Doesn't he need a note from my parents or something?"

"Why would he need a note?" Greg blinked looking at Vince who shrugged, they seemed to rely mostly on each other for information

"It's how they do things in America" Jake explained "A teacher can't... do that unless he's got a note from your parents saying it's okay"

"Yeah well here It's up to your head of house how to punish you" said Teddy "Don't worry, everything is kept in house so no one outside Slytherin will know how or even if you got punished"

"It's not like Uncle Sev walks around with a cane waiting for us to slip up" Draco assured "He only saves that for if we really mess up"

"At least he doesn't take points" Greg grinned "That gives us a huge advantage at the cup"

"Not that it matters with Saint Potter around" Draco sneered "The headmaster just makes up crap so Gryffindor can win"

"That seriously annoys Snape" Greg nodded "He takes a butt load of points from Gryffindor to try and keep things leveled out, like that helps matters at all"

"You better not lose points for us though" Vince warned "Snape is real nasty about that" seeing Jake's worried face and remembering they were supposed to be calming him down "It's not like he'll smack you for it, unless you lose a whole lot. He'll most likely just make you write a few hundred lines and give you a tongue lashing"

"Snape's tongue lashings are the worst" Draco shuddered "He can reduce a seventh year to tears using only his words"

Looking at the clock Teddy spoke up "Hey guys, we should probably get to Transfiguration. Third period will start soon"

The boys put away their essays and got their Transfiguration books before heading off to their next class. Jake followed suit still dreading over what might happen to his backside at this school.


	3. Chapter 3

Jake groaned as he looked over his new Transfiguration book well poking at his pork chop. Miss. McGonagall had given it to him at Gramps' request. It was an American text book on the subject, meaning it taught hand movements with the incantations instead of wands. The old witch had said she'd give Jake special lessons during class well the other students practiced with their wands. Apparently Gramps had talked to all his teachers and convinced them to teach him wandless spells instead of the ordinary British criteria. Probably saying something along the lines of it being more beneficial to his duties as the American Dragon. This meant Jake's parents wasted a lot of money on getting him a custom made wand and all the wand related books. Miss. McGonagall said she'd even assign him essays based on the American style of magic so Jake won't even be given the same homework as the other wizards in training. So much for being just another kid.

After Miss. McGonagall gave him the new book she began lecturing the class about Animagus, even doing a few demonstrations by morphing into a cat. It was cool and all but Jake might as well have skipped the class altogether as partial humans couldn't go through the rituals without major complications.

"It sucks I can't learn how to become an Animagus" Jake sighed. Turning into a dragon was amazing but you couldn't really be a dragon in a crowded city without being extra sneaky.

"Yeah" Vince agree well appearing to debate something in his head

"It's no doubt one of many defects of being a half-errr I mean a hybrid" Draco shrugged and Jake didn't really figure what he meant by that

"You're probably going to hear this eventually anyway as all Slytherins already know" Vince looked at Greg as if asking permission to continue

"We can't become Animagus either" Greg finished

"How come?" Jake blinked

"It's because, like you, their nothing but filthy half breeds" spoke a boy with dark skin, Blaise. He'd been hanging out with the girls in the courtyard during their free period so Jake hadn't really spoken with him outside of lunch. It seemed Blaise was one of the 'popular' Slytherins and Jake unwittingly signed himself up with the nerds (which would explain why they were writing essays instead of fooling around). Given the boy's attitude towards him the less contact they had with each other the better, even if that did put him low on the food chain at school.

Vince glared "We're legally pure bloods because all the way back to our grandparents were wizards"

"Pure blood by technically is hardly worthy of standing" Blaise rolled his eyes

"I think it's kind of cool to be descended from giants" Teddy put in his two cents

"You think stink beetles are cool" Blaise scuffed

"You guys are giants?" Jake asked

"Descended from giants" Greg said rather defensively

Vince continued with "Our ancestor Goydor was a half giant that attended school with Merlin. He was even one of Merlin's closest allies. It's been about a thousand years since our family added any giant blood but admittedly we still hold a few traits from them"

"Meaning their dumb as stumps" Draco grinned

"Draco's just jealous because he can't open a jar of pickles without our help" Vince teased "So very dainty, as a wizard should be"

Draco just blushed and instantly got into a playful snapping contest with Vince, eagerly pointing out each other's character flaws with absolutely no malice behind it.

"Potions is next" Blaise yawned "Wonder how our newest half breed will fair"

###

Snape couldn't begin to express his anger at the old dragon mage. He was as bad as Dumbledore. Showering the boy with praise for nearly killing himself. Another 'saviour of the magical world' only this model was a Slytherin. Snape could work with the boy and teach him to actually think before running off into danger. The Dragon Council feared the boy getting a proper education because it is harder to control puppets that can think.

Snape sneered as a herd of third years wandered into his class room. He hated his Slytherin / Gryffindor classes most of all. The kids were constantly sabotaging each other's potions and snapping at each other but no matter how hard Snape tried the headmaster refused to see reason and change the class schedule. Dumbledore seemed to take pleasure in preserving the house rivalry.

However Snape found himself pleased when Mister Long not only walked in with Draco but sat beside him in class. Knowing that a hybrid would have trouble fitting in at Slytherin Snape went to Lucius and 'let it slip' that the American Dragon was in his house. Lucius had no doubt order Draco to form a friendship with the young hybrid and since Draco had such high standing in Slytherin because of his noble blood line and being Snape's godson the other students would be more likely to overlook Jake's origins. Greg and Vince were spared much scorn because of their closeness to the Malfoys, the boys were also both technically pure bloods because of the long list of wizards and witches in their family but there was no denying they were also hybrids themselves.

Being their usual overprotective selves Greg and Vince sat directly behind Draco. The three of them had been friends since they were in diapers and even all the way back then the larger boys had been... concerned over Draco's wellbeing.

Not thinking too long on that with a class to teach Snape collected all the children's summer assignments on the Shrinking Potion then ordered the little dimwits to begin work on the potion. The Potions Master watch with pride as his dutiful little snakes correctly prepared their ingredients and added them to their brew. Mr. Long seemed to be keeping up with Draco, a testament to the American Educational System. Snape imagined he would have to give the boy a small evaluation test to see where the boy stood. He normally gave his snakes the test in their first week of their first years. As head of house it made it easier to help his charges individually. He'd have to update the exam to reflect what a third year should know.

With his thoughts on his new charge Snape nearly missed the scent hovering in the air. He growled in his throat and looked over to Longbottom. He was about to handle the situation when he noticed Long already beat him to it.

"You should add some Plasmas Root" Jake adviced, he normally wouldn't put his nose in another student's work but the thing smelled like it was going to explode!

"The vampiric tree?" the boy looked shocked

"The root's will absorb the toxins" Jake explained dropping the root in "You'll have to wait a few minutes then stir counterclockwise 12 times. Then you can remove the root and continue where you left off. That should salvage the potion"

"T-thanks" the boy nervously stammered, a little shocked at being saved by a Slytherin

"Excellent work Mr. Long" Snape praised "10 points to Slytherin" Jake smiled but quickly lost the grin when the Potions Master added "and 20 points from Gryffindor for creating the problem"

"S-sorry" Jake winced at the other boy

"You have nothing to apologize for Mr. Long," Snape assured guiding the boy back to a snickering Draco

"Great way to stick it to the Gryffindorks" Draco smiled when Jake retook his seat

"I wasn't trying to 'stick it' to anyone" Jake sighed "I was just trying to stop his potion from exploding"

"How'd you know that anyway?"

Jake blushed "I've had to stop my fair share of exploding potions. I messed up a good number of 'em when Fu Dog first started letting me help out"

"Fu Dog?"

"Gramps' familiar, he's this weird old wrinkly talking dog. He's been letting me help out with his potions since I was... four maybe"

"Four? Uncle Sev wouldn't let me anywhere near his lab until I started Hogwarts!"

"That was probably the smarter thing to do, as I said I blew up the lab far too many times when I first started, but Fu was really eager for an apprentice I guess"

The rest of the class went by fairly uneventful. Amazingly Mr. Snape gave points to Draco and Jake for their potion... though he also commented that this was the first time Mr. Longbottom produced a viable potion.

Leaving potions Jake heard the definite call of "Hey kid" and turned to see a gray and wrinkly dog walking upright on two legs

"Hey Fu wazzup?" Jake smiled

"Not much save the old man seems to have mistaken me for one of these wizards' messenger birds" the dog joked

Noticing his fellow Slytherins hanging around to see the talking dog Jake introduced them all to Fu Dog his grandfather's magical guardian.

"Anyway glad I caught ya," Fu smiled at Jake "your 'Gramps' wants you to meet him at the Quidditch Pitch after classes. I need to go tell Snape not to expect you back until late. Enjoy yourself kid" the dog waved goodbye as he left into the classroom.

Defense Against The Dark Arts... sucked. All they did was talk about magical theory well the professor constantly added how they should 'stay clear of dark magic' and how they were all more susceptible to it because of their ambitious nature. Jake had heard rumors that the other third year classes got to face a Boggart but for Slytherins it basically amounted to 'dark magic is bad'. Slytherin house wasn't even taking the class with anyone else, like the professor went out of his way to bore Slytherins and Slytherins alone.

The training with Gramps didn't go any better as he spent hours trying, and failing, to completely transform into a dragon. He just couldn't do it.

When he finally got back to the Slytherin common room he collapsed on the nearest couch well all the other snakes were messing about enjoying their 'free time' between their 'study sessions'. Mr. Snape appeared to be really strick and Jake had yet to see the 'fun' side the other Slytherins were talking about. Maybe he misinterpreted the word 'great' to mean 'fun'.

"Mr. Long?" Jake looked up to find Mr. Snape staring down at him "As it is only the first day it appears I've found myself lacking in detentions and unfortunately need help preparing some ingredients. Care to assist me?"

Draco, who was sitting next to Jake playing with his laptop, smiled and mouthed "go on" presumably implying it could be fun.

"Sure" Jake shrugged and followed his head of house to the back of the room. There was a statue of a serpent on each side of the fire place. Snape pushed both eyes on the left serpent's head and part of the wall next to it opened up.

"This entrance leads directly into my office. It is meant only for emergencies... or if one is feeling too lazy to walk the traditional hallway outside this common room such as myself" He explained stepping through the opening and again Jake followed.

He walked into a large room filled with bookcases and selves. There weren't very many personal items or pictures but the room was practically consumed by books "The door to your right leads out into the hallway well the door to your left leads to my personal chambers" Snape kept walking to an open door on the far wall. In there were several pantries that were locked up tight (probably containing some dangerous potions ingredients) a few work benches and barrels and of course lets not forget the handful of cauldrons in all sizes.

"I noticed how well you prepared the ingredients for Draco and was hoping you could be of assistance" spoke the man "Have you harvested animal organs before?"

"Lots of times" Jake shrugged getting up to a long table in the room, assuming that's where they'll be working "How to extract them without damaging them was one of the first things Fu thought me"

"Yes Fu," Mr. Snape eyed getting out dead bats from a barrel "You do a lot of work with him?"

"When he lets me" Jake spoke "He's a Potions Master to. A legitimate one. He brewed this long list of complex potions to qualify... he still uses a lot of articles you've written as source material. I didn't really realize you were that Severus Snape until he told me" Jake chatted away as Mr. Snape placed the bats in front of them. Well they went to work harvesting the organs and bottling them Jake continued to talk, mostly to try and see why all the Slytherins were so devoted to this man "Is it true you're really the youngest wizard to accomplish that since Merlin?"

"To the best of my knowledge"

Jake stared at him a moment then nodded convinced "Fu Dog will probably like to talk to you about potion stuff"

"As long as he's more civil then your grandfather"

Jake snorted "Yeah Gramps can be a bit much at times but Fu's cool" he assured then things grew silent for a few bats "You know Gramps is having all my magic teachers continue training me in hand movements instead of with wands"

"Which is for the best" Snape informed "It is unwise to study more then one style of magic. You'd become a 'Jack of all trades'. It's true most of your instructors have dabbled in wandless magic but only for the simplest of spells or ones in their preferred school of magic. None of them have made a complete study of wandless magic nor are they well trained in it. Splitting your focus like that could very well prove to be a handicap in the future"

"Oh... well he could have explained that to my parents instead of having them waste all that money on a wand and books for it"

"Perhaps he thought he could talk them out of sending you here. His employment at our school was a rather last minute thing from what I understand. Adults do strange things to protect the young, not all of them rational"

"Oh..."

"I noticed a working laptop out there" Snape stealthily changed the subject

"Yeah Draco wouldn't touch it because he was under the impression it had 'muggle' cooties but after I told him it was technomagic he was slobbering all over it"

"Yes we don't get much in ways of technomagic around here seeing how it's largely illegal. It isn't a good idea to flaunt that device outside the common room. No Slytherin would turn you in but one of the other professors would be more then willing to confiscate it"

"I already showed it to Hermione and her friends and they seemed cool with it. Ron couldn't figure out how to use the thing but Draco doesn't seem to have any trouble with it"

"Draco's always been a fast learner" Snape said with clear pride

Jake went silent again as his nimble fingers got out a bat liver "Can I ask you a question?" not really waiting for an answer he continued "Why did you take points from the boy I helped in potions?"

"Mr. Longbottom never takes potions seriously. It is a dangerous and exacting science, but despite frequent reprimands he refuses to learn. You can't just throw anything in a cauldron and expect descent results"

"No I get that it's just... I heard some kids talking and they think I set him up"

"Unfortunately the other houses will often be searching for a conspiracy to blame you on. They lack the proper levels of discipline to behave otherwise"

Jake chewed on his bottom lip as he got the courage to ask his next question "Speaking of... discipline I was reading through the house rules when I got to the part about... consequences..."

Snape sighed "Yes well I can assure you you're hardly the first to be worrying over such things. I promise I won't abuse my power"

"I didn't think you would it's just... why does it even have to be on the table? Can't you just take points?"

"I don't believe punishing your housemates for your trespasses is a just action and before you go calling me a hypocrite I have my reasons for taking so many points from the other houses. The other heads of house do not believe as I do that punishments should be more personally. A child shouldn't be ostracized by his friends and housemates for making a mistake. All children make mistakes and the severity of the crime should be handled best between the child and their caretaker. As all children learn differently it is impossible to assign a generic punishment for everyone. They all react differently to it. For some children a detention or some lines will suffice but in other cases a firmer hand is needed. We'll find out what is best for you as we go along... I will admit detentions are helpful as it means I don't have to gut the more grotesque ingredients or clean the more stubborn cauldrons"

"Hey you have to wash all that stuff by hand cause the magical residue from cleaning spells won't react well with potions" Jake nodded

"Correct, five points" spoke Snape "You do the American Educational System proud" Jake just blushed and waited for Snape to start talking again "With points as a whole I find they work better as a reward. One your housemates will congratulate you for thereby encouraging proper behavior and further study. I will not hand then out for frivolous nonsense, such as successful wiping their nose, as others do. Gryffindors in particular are often rewarded for breaking the rules as well as the more simplistic accomplishments. That being said I do take pride when one of my serpents proves they've been studying as they should. When they allow their ambition to lead them to success. I expect hard work out of all my charges and believe that is what should be rewarded.

"Why I take points from other houses is simple, it is my only tool of discipline I have with most houses. Although it can be helpful to get clean equipment and gutted bats assigning too many detentions waste my time and I have yet to meet a Gryffindor who cares about writing lines, though essays do work for a few I have to sit down and read them well I'm supposed to be grading papers. There are quite a few disobedient students I think would benefits from a trip over my knee but I don't have that kind of authority over them" Snape let out a sigh "I will admit depriving Minerva of the house cup does give me a good deal of satisfaction"

"Minerva?" Jake blinked

"She is Professor McGonagall to you" Snape lightly poked the boy in the ribcage getting a laugh. The young dragon appeared to be ticklish "The old witch has a strong competitive nature and likes to rub it in everyone's face when she wins. I merely respond in kind" he smiled

"So the teachers get into all this point stuff to?"

"We live here most of the year, as a result we don't really have much of a life outside of the school. I spend most of my free time with my Slytherins or experimenting with potions when I can"

"I'm sure Fu Dog would love to help with that"

"Indeed"

###

"Since when does Snape lack detentions" Greg stared over at Vince who shrugged

"He probably just wants to get to know the new kid" Teddy popped down beside Draco in an attempt to stealthily steal the piece of technomagic. Draco, being too sly for that, huddled over the laptop well providing his best effort at replicating the classic Snape Scowl.


	4. Chapter 4

A/N: I never really got the hang of how Hagrid talks so please bare with me. This chapter is kind of short, just showing off the difference between American and British magic here, but everything in the next chapter really needs to be kept together. I imagine that one will be long.

Chapter Four

Jake tossed and turned in his bed, the loud snoring coming from Greg's mouth keeping him awake. The fact Vince seemed to be in competition with him for the 'who can snore the loudest' trophy hardly helped matters. Sitting up Jake looked about the room for some clues on how to solve this dilemma. Each bed had it's own green privacy curtain though few used it. All the comforters were a matching green with silver bed sheets.

Teddy was stretched out all over his mattress in the most awkward position imaginable. Hard to think anyone could be comfortable much less sleep so soundly like that. Teddy had a poster of a large black dragon over his bed. A littler dragon was flying around the big one. Its baby maybe? But they didn't look anything alike other then they were both black. Gramps hadn't gotten around to teaching Jake about 'Pure blooded Dragons' as they were mostly kept on the reservation in Romania but Teddy seemed to know them all by heart. All kinds of dragon figurines where on the boy's bedside table. He'd been playing with them before he fell asleep. The enchanted toys moved about and glared at each other, sometimes hissing at one another. Jake knew the kid had more toys and posters and a near endless supply of books on all types of magical creatures in his trunk because he was eagerly showing them all to Jake before Snape made them go to bed. Lots of interesting stuff but no clues on how to stop a snoring part-giant. That seemed like a far too practical thing to put in a book.

Blaise's bed had a poster of some supermodels wearing pointy witch hats and skimpy outfits. The moving picture showed the women doing all kinds of embarrassing poses that forced Jake to blush. Blaise said he bought it from Ron's older brothers, a pair of twins. It was charmed so if an adult looked at it it turned into a Quidditch match otherwise Snape would definitely have something to say about it. The head of Slytherin seemed far to formal to tolerate a thing like that over one of his snakes' beds.

Draco was still awake reading a book under the dim light from his wand. He had a picture of his mother and father on his bedside table and not one but three extremely comfortable looking pillows on his bed.

Not being able to take it any longer Jake flicked his wrist and put a silencing charm around the two part giants.

Draco blinked looking up from his book "How come I never thought of that?" he asked staring at the cousins.

Jake just shrugged too tired to respond more then wishing his housemate a goodnight and went to sleep.

When morning arrived Jake woke with a start as the cousins banged around the room screaming with no sound coming out their mouths. Draco was laughing well the other third year Slytherins looked on in confusion. Sneakily Jake flicked his wrist, removing the spell, but was caught in the act by Vince who swore retaliation for the perceived 'prank'.

"What's going on in here?" Snape poked his head in and all the Slytherins instantly replied "nothing" Snape stared at them suspiciously "Whatever it is calm it down and get ready. We leave for breakfast soon"

"Yes Sir" the boys song in unison

When the man closed the door they all suddenly broke out in laughter. Teddy even congratulated Jake on his 'brilliant' prank. Jake was too embarrassed to say he'd just wanted some sleep.

The communal shower was far more embarrassing as all the boys could see just how little Jake was but luckily none of them commented. Getting all dressed up in his uniform he joined the others in the forming line in front of the door and marched towards their breakfast. Getting to the Great Hall Jake noticed the Slytherins were the only ones who bothered to show up in a line. The rest of the student body moved like a stampede towards their tables at random times.

"Good to know we're the only civilized people in this entire school, isn't it" Draco commented as they took their seats.

"Soooo... I take it Mr. Snape is more strict then the other heads of house?" Jake asked as all the third year Slytherins took a seat around each other

Draco laughed "Uncle Sev is insane about rules, absolutely mental"

"The other heads of house don't even seem to care what the other kids do" One of the girls scowled

"Don't be over dramatic Pansy" Teddy rolled his eyes "Sprout really babies her house. I think she might care too much"

"She still let's them do whatever they want" another girl defended

Greg looked at her strangely "Since when does a Puff ever act like a Gryffindor. She babies them cause their a bunch of over grown toddlers"

"People are more forgiving of toddlers" Vince nodded "They can get away with little things cause they never do anything big"

Jake just raised his eyebrow "You do realize most of those guys are older then us"

"Don't act like it" Greg shrugged

"They cry a lot" Vince grinned "I once held one up by their ankles with this bloody brilliant curse and they became a crying mess. Boy even wet his pants. Since I was holding him he ended up peeing on his face!" Greg started laughing

"That's horrible!" Jake gasped "Why would you do something like that?"

"It's just a Puff" Draco shrugged not giving Vince the chance to reveal it was he who dared him to do it.

"I hate bullies" Jake scowled

The cousins looked worried by that.

"The kid had been harassing one of our first years" Draco lied "He deserved it and it's not like we knew he was going to wet himself"

"That's still so far from cool" Jake shook his head

"It's not like they're a Wesley" Draco insisted "Every time I see him outside of class he tries to hex me" completely leaving out the part where he normally deserved to be hexed

Jake's eyes widened "People are bullying you? Did you tell Mr. Snape?"

"Not much he can do since Dumbledore won't let him whack them" Draco spoke honestly now "Detentions don't really work on Gryffindors so Snape might as well not bother. They always get away with everything" Draco sighed "Enough talk on such unpleasant matters. We finally get to go to Hogsmeade this weekend. We need to discuss our battle strategy so we can enjoy ourselves to our maximum potential"

"Walking around aimlessly sounds more fun" Greg shrugged

"Much more fun" Jake agreed much to Draco's disappointment.

After breakfast most of the third year Slytherins made their way to Hagrid's hut for their first class of the day. A few of the Gryffindors, only Hermione and her friends, where already there.

Jake's eyes widened as he saw a mighty beast the size of a horse sitting next to the half giant. It had an elephant's trunk, eyes like a rhinoceros, an oxen's tail, and the paws of a tiger.

"That's a Baku!" Jake exclaimed

"Right ya are ittle dragon, ten points to Slytherin" Jake was to busy gawking at the creature to notice the level of shock on all the Slytherins' faces. At least they were better then Ron who's mouth hit the floor before shooting Hagrid a look of betrayal. Only Jake failed to notice the significance of the Golden Boy's close friend awarding points to a Slytherin.

"How'd you get it Mr. Hagrid? I didn't think you could find them outside of Asia" Jake continued to stare

"Ah beast traders ur everywhere if ya know where ta look. Got this little girl when she was a cub. Raised her myself"

"Wow" Jake hesitantly walked over to the creature "Can I touch her?"

"Sorry she ain't as cuddly as a hippogriffs, likely lose yur hand" Hagrid smiled as he patted her head "I got her trained up but she's still iffy round strangers. Won't bother ya long as ya respectful a her space"

Jake nodded disappointed "Guess you've never had a nightmare huh?"

Hagrid grinned "That's a nother five points save some for the rest a da lot will ya. Best wait for them ta get here for ya ask anymore questions"

Jake nodded

"Hagrid!" Ron growled "How could you give points to a slimy snake!?"

Hagrid frowned "I 'is teacher ain't I"

"But, but-" Ron stammered

"Oh come off it Weasley" Draco glared

Teddy rolled his eyes "Long spent his whole life studying magical creatures. Don't be jealous just cause he's smarter then you" Jake blushed

"Arright that's enough" Hagrid gathered their attention "Just sit quiet like til the rest get here"

"We're only waiting on the Gryffindors" Greg grunted

"They only took this class cause they thought it would be an easy grade" Vince backed him up

"Those three" Blaise glared at Harry and his friends "are only here because they assumed you'd automatically give them Os for being your friends"

"That's not true!" Harry snapped

Jake looked back and forth between the groups wondering how this broke out. The teenagers wagged a war with their tongues well Hagrid tried to calm things down. Jake was shocked when Ron drew his wand. The ginger threw a hex at Draco but Jake jumped in front and outstretched his hand. The spell crashed against his shield well Jake clicked the fingers of his other hand. Ron's wand turned into shapeless light and flew through the air into Jake's hand. It regathered itself into a solid form around Jake's fist.

"What the hell is wrong with you? You don't hex someone cause you don't like what they're saying! What are you four?" It was about the time the words left his mouth that he noticed the fighting had stopped. All the students were staring at Jake in shock. Even Hagrid was looking at him as if he never say him before.

"How the bloody hell did you do that!?" Draco demanded

"Huh? What?"

"That spell! It wasn't Expelliarmus"

"What's Expelliarmus?" Jake blinked

"You can Apparite wands into your hand but you can't use a second year spell?!" Blaise roared

"Apparite? Oh yeah that's what you guys call teleporting. No it's not teleporting. It's just converting matter into energy and pulling it towards you. I learned how to do that in first year, pretty easy really. I don't know how to change the energy into a different form but I know Master Alchemists can do it"

Everyone continued to stare at him.

"They teach that in first year in America?" Draco gaped

"Well... yeah. At least at Hocus they do but that is one of the highest rated prep schools in the country. I'm not really good at it. I can only do it within about ten feet. Any further and the energy snaps back together before it reaches me. Our teacher could do it to an object the size of a truck and as far away as a football field"

"Can you teach me how to do it?" Greg blurted out and all the Slytherins jumped in on the proposal.

"Sure I guess but I don't know how to duplicate it with a wand" Jake scratched the back of his neck

"Jake..." Hagrid held out his large hand and it took a moment to click he wanted Ron's wand. After handing it over Hagrid said "I know ya just protectin yourself but I don't want ya taking other people's wand like that, ya hear?"

"Yes sir" Jake nodded

Then Hagrid looked over at Ron "I'm sorry Ron just ya got detention. I ain't having ya think it's okay to hex people"

"But-but Hagrid he started it!"

"I ain't see him touch his wand"

"Come on how can you give me detention? I thought we were friends"

"Wow" Blaise snickered "Now that's just low"

"And they claim Slytherins are manipulative" Teddy nodded

Hagrid gave Ron back his wand "We'll talk bout it later"

"Points for Slytherin and Detention for Weasley" Draco grinned "This class just might be acceptable after all"

By the time the rest of the class showed up the Slytherins had gone off in their own protective huddle away from the Gryffindors. The Baku had just been staring at the teenagers curiously the whole time during the fight and once class begun Hagrid explained just what the odd looking creature was.

"She's a dream eater" Hagrid explained "But she only ate the bad dreams ya see. Baku can live fur millenniums eaten da nightmares of people. Day are protectors and good luck charms but day got one nasty bit of a temper. Lightfoot here ain't no different. She ain't mind much but when she bothered best run. She ain't one fur chasin ya more then a few dozen meters. She'll give up when she's sure ya ain't gonna bother her no more. Just don't trip cause they like to keep dare claws sharp. Scratch em against stones when she can" Hagrid had her hold up her paw and stretch out her long sharp claws for the students to get a good look at. She growled when one of Gryffindor girls leaned in too close. The girl yelped and ran away to the back of the class. The Baku snorted in irritation but remained by Hagrid's side.

###

"Not so bad was it" Teddy strutted as the Slytherins returned to their dungeon far way from the other houses "I told you this class would be brilliant"

Draco rolled his eyes "Don't be so smug. Your face is ugly enough without that expression"

"You're just jealous cause no one can tell your a boy outside of the showers" Teddy snickered "I'm what a man is supposed to look like"

"Who are you kidding" Blaise rolled his eyes, having joined them this time between classes in the hope of learning more about that spell Long used "You're as girlie looking as Draco"

"Not even girls are that girlie" Vince snickered

"Now that is what ugly looks like" Draco pointed at Vince's face and all the other boys agreed without hesitation.

"What are you laughing at Long?" Vince gave a fake glare "My house elf is taller then you"

"No doubt prettier to" Jake smiled

"Come on Long" Blaise interrupted the merriment "Show us that spell already"

"Oh right" Jake nodded looking around "Does anyone have any marbles?"

"Snape's got some" Teddy ran off to Snape's office

"Sure he won't mind?" Jake worried

"Nah" Draco dismissed "Uncle Sev uses them with first years to help with their Transfiguration work"

Jake nodded just as Teddy ran back in with a wooden jewelry box.

"Got 'em" He grinned taking one out and handing it to Jake

Jake gave a quick "Thanks" and held the marble out for all the Slytherins to get a good look "Now it's not that hard a spell but requires a lot of concentration. You need to focus on the marble at a subatomic level"

"A what level?" Vince scratched up his nose

"You know" Jake shrugged "The stuff atoms are made of"

"What's an Atom?" Teddy puzzled

Jake stared at them a moment before laughing "Funny guys but seriously, see you focus on the particles and-"

"They're serious Long" Draco interrupted Jake just blinked at him wondering why the joke wasn't over. Draco turned to his friends and explained "It's that muggle science crap Uncle Sev makes me learn"

All the other Slytherins scrunched up their noses. Jake just stared at them "What the hell does this school teach you!?"

"Uncle Sev used to try to teach science to his Slytherins when he first got the job but he got a lot of complaints from the parents. Some of them even tried to have him fired" Draco shrugged "Father was pretty pissed at him when he started teaching me but Uncle Sev basically told him to sod off"

Jake continued to stare "He got in trouble... for teaching basic science... at a school..."

Draco shrugged

Jake sighed "I'm going to have to call my mom, well write her I guess. In order to use the spell you have to have an understanding of physics. She can send me all my old school books"

"Wait wait wait" Blaise glared "I am not wasting my time studying muggle crap"

"You need to if you want to learn the spell" Jake assured

"Then screw it" Blaise span around and left the common room, most of the other Slytherins following him. Only Draco, Teddy, and part-giants remained and Jake got a sneaky feeling Greg and Vince were only here because Draco hadn't left.

"British wizards really hate normal people that much?" Jake blinked

"It's a touchy subject" Teddy shrugged "I, for one, am a true Slytherin. I'm not going to pass up the chance for such power such cause it's got muggle cooties"

"I already know this shit anyway" Draco smirked "It's about time I finally got some use out of it"

"Well..." Jake scratched the back of his neck "I know a lot of spells that require an understanding of science to use them. I also know why a lot of spells work the way they do" He couldn't remember the exact details but he got the general idea "Magic is just a higher understanding of science after all"

The wizards all shrugged at him.


	5. Chapter 5

(A/N: I changed the rating to M because I'm going to try my hand at sex scenes. I'm not really good at those so bear with me)

Potions was fun after Jake came to understand Snape dry and sarcastic sense of humour. The man always had something witty to say.

"You want to go flying?" Draco asked once class was out. All the Slytherins were moving together in a protective herd. They were even waiting outside the door for the few Slytherins that were a little slower gathering their things. Jake had been about to walk off on his own when Draco stopped him with his question but he got the feeling Draco was just talking to him to make him wait with everyone else "We've got plenty of time to kill until Astronomy"

"Can't, Gramps has more Am'Drag training he wants me to do" Jake sighed

"Didn't you do that yesterday?" Vince blinked

"Yeah but he said I need to do it every day. I don't even have the weekend off!"

Draco looked worried "You didn't even have enough time to do your homework last night. How's he expect you to keep going like that?"

Jake shrugged "Gramps has never really thought much of school. I'm the American Dragon so he figures I don't need to have an education beyond the basics. He figures the only stuff I need to know is what he and Fu have to teach me"

Draco opened his mouth to comment but was interrupted as Hermione walked out of potions and right up to Jake, ignoring the other Slytherins

"Jake" she smiled "I was hoping you could help me with a paper I'm writing on Baku"

Jake's eyes widened "Hagrid gave us homework?" he missed hearing that!

"No but I figured I should do so extra research. They are fascinating creatures"

Before Jake could respond Draco snorted "I should have known a mudblood would be too stupid to understand it the first time around"

"All you do is prove you lack the intelligence to come up with an actual insult when you use language like that" Hermione glared but Jake could tell she was upset by Draco's remark

"What's a 'mudblood'?" Jake asked before the argument could continue

Draco smiled smugly "It means she's got filthy blood from her muggle parents"

Jake's eyes widened before turning into a glare "I guess that makes ME a mudblood to!" he grabbed Hermione's hand and dragged her away from the Slytherins

Draco blinked "I said muggle parents not monsters" he called but Jake was long gone

Blaise shrugged as he whispered so only the Slytherins could hear him "The half breed must assume it relates his kind to"

"House meeting" Teddy declared

"Now?" Pansy groaned "So he'll get in trouble with Snape over yelling at us in public it's not like it has anything to do with us"

"Now" Teddy was adamant as he walked into a nearby abandoned classroom. The other Slytherins groaned but followed him in. You can't just ignore someone who called a house meeting.

Once they were all inside Teddy closed the door and used a silencing charm.

"This better be good Teddy" Greg warned

"Jake IS a mudblood" He told them

Blaise rolled his eyes "No he's a half breed"

"He's both" Teddy informed

Pansy glared "You're not supposed to use House meetings to tell lame jokes. I'm telling Snape"

"His mom's a squib so her Dragon blood is dormant. That's rare but it does happen"

Everyone was just staring at him before Blaise yelled "We've got a half breed mudblood in our house!?"

"Is that really possible?" Vince looked to Greg who shrugged

"How do you know that?" Millicent stared

Teddy just rolled his eyes "Can you imagine how big a deal it was for the person who was supposed to be the American Dragon to be born a Squib? Breeders are still talking about it. Squibs for Dragonic Sorcerers are rare, I'm talking one in every bazillion born. It's absolutely ridiculous because of how heavily dosed with magic dragons are. A dragon is literally the physical manifestation of magic. Their bodies are magic. That's why Draconic Sorcerers will always have that heritage even after a thousand generations. The odds of someone who was in line to be the guardian of an entire country being born a squib is unfathomable"

"Why didn't you tell me?" Draco finally spoke, his eyes glaring accusingly.

"We don't out people's blood status" Teddy glared, that's just not something that was acceptable to a Slytherin. Slytherins boast about their family line but truth was everyone could backtrack their family to at least one muggle. Wizards were the evolution of mankind, all their families used to be muggles at some point and that was NOT something Pure Bloods were willing to admit. Muggle born Slytherins learned quickly not to point that out or talk about their own families. The idea that a Slytherin would publicly out themselves as a mudblood was unheard of. Merlin Jake actually seemed PROUD of it.

"I've been hanging around that-that thing!" Draco yelled "When my father hears about this-"

"Don't be stupid Malfoy" Teddy rolled his eyes "Your father is an INFORMATION trafficker! Do you really think there is the slightest chance he doesn't know news as big as this?"

Draco blinked thinking about it

Teddy continued "The Dragonic Sorcerers don't give a damn he's a mudblood because no matter what the dragon blood stays pure. It literally can't be corrupted because of how much magic is pulsing through it. Besides he's still the next American Dragon. Politically that makes him one of the most powerful beings on the planet. The Dragon guardians don't even answer to the Dragon Council or any world leader. They are supposed to in theory but I've read thousands of reports where they flat out ignored a ruling with no backlash. All magical creatures, including most wizards from other countries, believe them to be sacred. The Dragon Council accidentally created a elite force most of the world respects and bends to. Why do you think they're so scared of losing control of him Jake had to be sent to another country to complete his schooling. Even then the Dragon Council sent his grandfather here to keep an eye on him. Any intelligent Slytherin would do anything to stay on his good side in order to be near that kind of power"

Seeing the considering looks on the Slytherins Teddy added "Jake's not all that bright. Sure he knows potions and magical creatures but he's horribly naive. All you have to do is correctly phrase a favor and he could get you anything on the planet. In America he's got absolute power!" Teddy liked Jake but Slytherins understanding Jake's standing despite his parentage was vital for his happiness at this school. So he may have been exaggerating just a tinny bit.

Pansy didn't look convinced "If he's got so much power-"

"He's the guardian of magical creatures" Teddy interrupted "All sentient life give him authority over them in order to protect them. They expect him to fix all their problems and that kind of hero worship gives him a lot of liberties. Think how people treat Potter times a few thousand. In theory he was very little power but in practice their isn't anything people won't do for him"

###

Jake was huffing as he walked down the hall with Hermione "I can't believe he'd say something like that!"

"Malfoy's always going on about stuff like that. He's the biggest voice of the Slytherins at school. Why do you think Ron is so distrustful of them"

"Draco's not that bad" Jake defend "He just said something thoughtless. I'm sure he'll apologize soon"

"It's more likely you just ostracized yourself from your house"

Jake shrugged not at all phased by this. Who would WANT to be friends with a bunch of racist jerks. If they didn't like Jake because of something as stupid as that they weren't the type of people he would want to know.

Jake sighed "I got to go to the Quidditch pitch to do some Dragon training with Gramps"

Hermione's eyes lit up as she invited herself along.

###

Draco stood in the common room in front of the fire. He saw his father's none too happy expression at being flooed well at work but Draco needed to know.

"You best be dying Draco" His father glared "I am busy. You could have easily Flooed your mother if this was so important"

"Did you know Long is a mudblood?" Draco blurted out

Lucius stared at him a moment before sighing "I take you thoroughly destroyed any profit our family may have gotten from this endeavor"

"No I-"

"You will fix this immediately" Lucius glared "I don't care what you have to do or how much you think this degrades your person. This is the American Dragon! The magical guardian of the most powerful country on Earth! By Merlin Draco do you even understand the type of connects that will open up for our family. He could get us Mermaid tears just by ASKING! You will not fail me in this as you did with the Potter whelp" the flames instantly died and Lucius was gone. He was probably off to torture interns to improve his now thoroughly spoiled mood.

###

Jake gulped trying to concentrate. It was hard with Hermione staring at him expecting to see something great. Then it was made worse when most of the third year Slytherins showed up caring brooms. They flew over head but kept an eye on Jake wanting to see him transform. Looking around he couldn't see Draco with them.

Jake yelped as Gramps whacked him with his staff. Fu just sat there reading a magazine and being helpful in no way whatsoever.

"By attention!" Gramps ordered "You're not envisioning your Dragon form. Let the flames burn inside you but keep the form clearly in your mind"

Jake nodded focusing. He felt the fire build up inside his throat before choking them back. They consumed him. His body momentarily turning to fire before restructuring itself. His lower body turned into dragon legs and a long tail were his right hand turned into claws. His face turned to red scales and he developed a bit of a snout but not by much. He had only one wing and his torso was still human

He got hit again for his incomplete transformation.

"You're not focusing!" Gramps screamed in his helpful way "The flames have to consume your entire body! You have to let the fire build longer to accomplish that"

Jake turned back human and tried again, and again, and again but he just couldn't do it.

"Try a battle cry" Fu looked over "The old man used to have to talk himself into transforming"

Jake nodded wondering what he should say to help himself focus on his Dragon form. He let the fire build as he screamed "Dragon up!" a clear picture developing in his mind well he willed it to stay there. The flames completely consumed him. His body stretched out and muscles built themselves around his skeleton. Opening his eyes, not realizing he closed them to help himself concentrate, he saw the end of a long snout.

"Did... did I do it?" Jake asked looking at both his clawed hands. His under belly was a light orange but the rest of his scales red. All his clothes were gone but it was strange that he didn't feel naked well in this form. His claws felt around his head to get a better feel. He had a pair of horns pointing back but he still had hair as well.

"Yes young dragon you did it" Gramps informed "Now stop gawking and do it again!"

###

"Malfoy!" Draco flinched as Flint stormed over. Draco had just been about to leave to join the others out flying when the Prefect arrived in the common room "There's an unsettling rumor flying around" The seventh year glared "Did you call Long a mudblood in front of Gryffindors!"

Draco's pale skin turned completely white "NO!" he swore but seeing the older boy didn't believe him he continued "I called Granger one and Long took offense. He declared himself the mudblood supreme before running off with Granger but I didn't call him one! HE broke rule one not me!" every bit of Draco's self preservation instinct was working over time.

Flint started at the younger boy before deciding he believed him "That may be what actually happened but it doesn't stop the rumors does it. The other houses still perceive a weakness in our house. Rule One is meant to give us strength. Whenever we leave this room the rest of the world will do everything in their power to reveal us as monsters. Only when they see us together do they back off. It doesn't matter if you meant to or not you broke rule one by riling up Long and allowing the other houses to misunderstand what happened"

"I didn't have time for damage control! Nott called a house meeting!"

"Which is why you're dealing with me instead of Snape"

"Come on Flint nothing that happened was my fault!"

"You know very well how Snape feels about strong language, especially YOUR language. If you kept your mouth shut none of this would have happened. You've left me with no choice but to beat that lily white arse of yours until it's the proper shade of red"

Draco's eyes widened as his fear was realized "But I didn't do anything!"

"Not on purpose, which is why I'm dealing with you. I'll leave Long to Snape because he willfully broke rule one" Flint grabbed hold of Draco's wrist and dragged the struggling boy to a nearby chair

"Flint please don't, I'm sorry I didn't mean it" Draco begged as he was pulled over and pinned to the older boy's lap

"Honestly Malfoy stop being such a coward. Its unbecoming of a Slytherin" Flint glared as his hand crashed down on the boy's small bottom.

Draco let out a loud yelp and the hand quickly developed into a rhythm. Altering between cheek to cheek. Draco tried to hold back the hot tears at the corners of his eyes but he had never been good at that. He wailed like an infant and continued to beg for the beating to stop. He only got 20 smacks before Flint forcibly stood him up.

"That was for rule one, now let's deal with the language" Flint took out his wand and aimed it at the boy's mouth

'Oh this is really going to suck' Draco thought as Flint flicked his wrist. The absolute horrible taste of soap filled his mouth. Draco whimpered and gagged as he shifted from foot to foot. Flint let him suffer for an entire minute before removing the hex.

"Now I want you to hit the books"

"But I was going to go flying with everyone else"

"Not today your not. You're free time is forfeit"

"But I was going to apologize to Long" Draco tried a different tactic

"You can do that at lunch" Flint dismissed

Draco groaned in defeat. With a sniff he went to get his school things.

###

Jake groaned every muscle in his body sore. Gramps had kept him through lunch and even through dinner. It wasn't like the old dragon had forced him to go hungry. They ate a quick meal of protein at the appropriate times before going back to training but it would have been so much better if he'd been allowed to actually hang out with Hermione.

"Long" a tall boy wearing a Prefect badge glared at him the moment he stepped into the common room "Where have you been? It's well past curfew, you weren't here for any of the assigned study sessions, and no one saw you at lunch or dinner. You're in enough trouble as it is without skipping out on meals"

"I wasn't skipping my meals" Jake yawned not really interested in this. All he wanted to do was take a shower and go to bed "I was with Gramps"

The Prefect blinked "Still?"

Jake shrugged and tried to walk past but the Prefect stopped him "Snape wants to see you"

Jake full out groaned "Can't he wait until morning?"

"No now! Get going" He ordered

Jake stared towards Snape's office but half way there he changed directions and headed towards the dorms. He wasn't trying to be difficult but he was exhausted. He was sure Snape would understand if he spoke with him first thing in the morning. He seemed reasonably enough. Maybe Snape would still be up when it was time for astronomy and he could talk to him then.

Jake decided to skip the shower and just collapse in bed. He didn't even change out of his school clothes.

"Long?" he woke to Draco shaking him awake "Long!"

"Meh hum a baba" Jake wasn't sure what he just tried to say but it must have been in the ballpark of "go away"

"Long you have to get up now. Uncle Sev is really mad. I think he's debating about giving you the cane"

"Not hungry" Jake pulled the pillow over his head not sure why Snape was offering candy canes. It wasn't anywhere near Christmas.

Draco bit his lip and stood back. Aiming his wand he sent out a blast of ice cold water. Long screamed sitting up, shivering in his soaked clothes.

"What you do that for!?" Jake growled

"You need to wake up and report to Uncle Sev now and pray Flint doesn't give you a smacking on top of it for ignoring him"

"Smacking?" Jake blinked

"You broke rule one when you yelled at me in front of the Gryffindork"

"Like you didn't deserve it" Jake glared casting a drying charm on himself

"I didn't know your mom was a squib"

"DON'T CALL HER THAT!"

Draco flinched "I'm trying to say I'm sorry"

"I'm not the one you need to apologize to" Jake snorted

Draco's eyes widened 'he couldn't mean... to the mudblood? Oh this is really going to suck' "We can talk about that later but right now you need to get to Snape's office"

"I'll do it after astronomy" Jake promised laying back down

"Long..." Draco nervously fiddled with his wand "You sort of skipped Astronomy"

"What!?" Jake yelped sitting up

"Vince said he'd wake you but seeing as you weren't in class I guess it was the cousins' payback for putting a silencing charm on them" Jake could only groan "I'm really sorry Long we don't usually wait up for each other for classes this late at night even though we're supposed to. I mean we don't normally have to worry about running into the other houses and them giving us a hard time... Vince's prank cost us all 300 lines and him all his free time for tomorrow... I still think Snape's mad though that you didn't leave with us on your own accord. All the stuff you did and didn't do today has landed you in serious trouble but... it's your first time getting in trouble and you're still really new to how Uncle Sev runs things so I don't think he'll go to hard on you"

"Oh man" Jake moaned before his brain clicked "He's going to beat me!"

"Most definitely" Draco nodded

"But-but!"

"That's why you need to see him now and not let him stew until morning"

Jake nodded "This is so not fair. I didn't do anything wrong! How come I get beat and you get off Scott-"

"Of course I got in trouble" Draco glared "Flint hammered my arse, made me eat soap, and took away my free time! I couldn't even go flying and watching you transform was all anyone could talk about when they got back"

"Oh... sorry... I didn't mean to get you in trouble"

Draco just raised an eyebrow, it was strange to hear someone who was just complaining he got off 'Scott free' sound genuinely sorry he was punished "Well you did but I got to admit it would have been so much worse if Uncle Sev got a hold of me instead of Flint. He seriously hates it when I use the M word. Almost as much as he hates it when people brake rule one"

Jake groaned "Why the hell is rule one so important?"

"I'm sure Snape will feel inclined to explain that to you"

Jake nodded fully understanding Draco was warning to prepare himself for a full blown lecture "I better go face the music" as he passed by Draco he got a reassuring pat on the back. Jake made his way into the common room. It was empty save for the prefects.

"Long" the older prefect that talked to him early glared "I hope you're finally willing to do as you were told and see Snape"

"Yes sir" Jake answered automatically

"After he's done with you I want you to immediately report to me. You'll find I have as much as low a tolerance for people disrespecting my authority as Snape"

"I wasn't disrespecting-"

"I don't want to hear it! Next time I tell you to do something you do it! You don't ignore me and take a nap!" the older boy growled

"I'm sorry I was just exhausted and-"

"You're still ignoring my orders! Snape's office, NOW! You can give me your pitiful excuses after"

Jake nodded quickly making his way to the secret passage to Snape's office. The wall was still open but when he got to it he hesitated. Peeking inside the office he saw Snapw sitting at his desk. He was grading papers with an angry expression on his face and Jake couldn't help but feel guilty to all the students whose assignment had been graded thus far. It was never a good thing to have an angry teacher grading papers.

"Sir?" Jake gulp

"Sit" Snape answered shortly momentarily putting the papers away to give the boy his undivided attention.

Jake found himself quickly obeying and cast his eyes down once he was in his seat before the desk. He gulped seeing a long thin cane sitting on Snape's desk.

"I had no intention of using that earlier today. My plan was to talk to you, inform you of the purpose of rule one. Give you nothing more then a detention and have you write an essay to make sure you comprehended the importance of that rule. Then you skipped your meals, then you skipped ever study session of the day, then you missed curfew, then you willfully ignore Mister Flint when he told you to come see me, then you cut class. Am I leaving anything out?"

It sounded so bad when he put it that way "No sir" Jake mumbled

"I am extremely disappointed in you Mister Long. The very least you could have done is accept responsibility for your actions"

"I'm sorry" Jake mumbled

"As well you should be. Have you even started any of your assignments?"

"No sir"

Snape sighed "I expect better Mister Long. You show a good deal of promise so I know you are better then this. Do you mind telling me what you were doing all day that was so much more important then eating?"

"I did eat, Gramps made sure I did" Jake swore

Snape raised an eyebrow "You were with your grandfather? All day? Even after curfew?"

"Yes sir. He wanted me to do more Am'Drag training"

"Strange he failed to inform me of this"

"He probably assumed telling you yesterday was enough. Gramps is... he's kind of a hard man to deal with"

"I imagine so... From what your saying it was your grandfather that kept you all day, well past curfew?"

"Yes sir" Jake nodded "I was really tired after all the training and could barely keep my eyes open. I... I was going to talk to you after a quick rest but I over slept"

"That part was entirely your own doing"

"Yes sir" Jake admitted

Snape tapped his finger on the desk studying the boy "Does your grandfather expect to see you tomorrow?"

"Yes sir, I have to see him ever day"

"Which is clearly unacceptable" Snape informed "Tomorrow you will remain in the common room between classes and meals"

"But-"

"There is no 'but'. I expect you to work diligently on your assignments and too enjoy yourself during your free time but you will remain in the common room or the dorms. You look like you could use the rest"

"Gramps is going to be so mad"

"I will handle your 'Gramps'. Although it is important for you to respect your elders, particularly your family, it is your parents wishes you should at hear to. They are the ones that sent you here to receive an education. They are the ones who are spending a good deal of money for you to do so. Their priority for you is school, not 'Dragon Training'. I do not believe they will appreciate hearing you are being kept away from your education by your grandfather"

"But... I'm the American Dragon. I have to learn how to fight and stuff"

"You will find school is of equal importance. The things you learn at this school will be just as likely to save your life. I am not saying I'm ending your training all together but as your head of house it is within my authority to decide the duration of that training. I will speak with your grandfather and make out a more fitting schedule to your needs but until then I expected you in the common room, catching up on your school work and the essay for the house rules"

"Yes sir" Gramps was going to be pissed

"Now then, to the matter of cutting class ignoring a prefect and breaking rule one"

Jake gulped, that was still enough to earn him a caning.

"I need you to understand all the rules I give you are important. They are meant to keep you safe. To insure you grow up into the fine young man I know you will be. Rule one goes a step further. There is a strong resentment to the members of this house"

"How come?" Jake dared to ask

"Not too long ago there was a dark wizard from this house that did many atrocities. The scars he left are still fresh. Many Slytherins served him originally because they agreed with some of his goals but later purely out of fear for not only themselves but their loved ones. This man saw no issue with torturing or even murdering not only his followers but their families. After this man was defeated the world turned on his followers not realizing most of them had no choice but to do whatever vile thing this man had ordered. Some still serve his memory out of fear. Many of your new friends are blamed for the sins of their parents and in many cases someone else's parents. That is why it is important you stick together. The other houses believe all Slytherins are monsters when the truth is most are merely cowards. You have no doubt seen how the other students and even the teachers look at you. You even told me how they automatically assumed you somehow master minded helping someone else as a means of self promotion"

"But..."

"The Dark Lord left this a very closed minded and paranoid country. Just like the witch hunts of Salem people have named all their woes on a single source, Slytherins. This is not just about you here Mister Long. Your are responsible for protecting your housemates just as they you"

"Why would anyone blame kids for something some mad man did?" Jake blinked

"These are the times we live in. It is tragic but it is how Britain has coped. For a Slytherin a misplaced word can end poorly"

Jake thought a moment how Ron had thrown a hex at Draco just cause he didn't like what the boy was saying. Ron really hated Jake from the start just because he had green hair, a Slytherin color "I don't think I'm going to like it here"

"It's not so bad" Snape assured "You have your Slytherin brothers to look out for you, but it's important to keep arguments in house. If the other houses see it they will only make things harder for all of you. You need to stand beside your fellow Slytherins, support them even if you don't agree with them. Then chew their ear out the second you're alone. Most of the pure blood families are used to putting on a show in public as your image is very important in this type of society. Regardless what you might think learning some decorum will also help you in the political duties of the American Dragon. It is not a matter of picking your battles, but timing them"

The more Snape talked the more Jake wanted to go home. Snape sighed looking at how absolutely miserable the boy was "Do to bed, I'll revert to my original punishment but I expect you to show better self restraint"

"Yes sir"

"Send in Flint on your way to your dorm"

Jake was glad he not only got out of being caned but Snape stopped Flint from beating him to, of course Flint did give him 300 lines of "I will show respect to Prefects". The next morning they made their way to breakfast and Jake caught sight of Hermione. Draco followed his eyes and did his best not to groan "Come on" he ordered Jake who shrugged.

Draco walked up to the little mudblood at the Gryffindor table "Granger" he got her attention "I'd just like to say I'm sorry about what I said yesterday"

Granger stared at him in shock for a moment but before anyone at the table could respond Draco turned and left.

Jake just smiled at Hermione with a big 'I told you so' grin as he followed Draco

"So" Draco eyed the Dragon as they walked away "Friends again?"

"We never stopped being friends Draco" Jake assured meaning squashing his dignity like that had been for nothing.


	6. Chapter 6

A/N: Sorry this took so long but the chapter is pretty long to so hope that balances out a little. I still only have half of what I wanted to write down for this chapter but I found a decent place to stop and I left you guys wanting way too long as it is. It was pointed out that America and Britain is too similar in their magic school programs, as Jake wasn't having any trouble adjusting, so this chapter is pointing out a few differences. We also get to see why Gramps is so hard on Jake and next chapter we'll see just how much that affects the old dragon.

**Chapter Six**

Luong Lao Shi growled as he poured himself another cup of coffee at the breakfast table. He was sitting between two elderly women, by witch standards anyway as although they were both in their hundreds they were very much children compared to him. They gossiped about their flying sticks as if it was the greatest way to achieve flight. Damn all the things that could naturally travel the winds.

"Professor Shi" The man with the Dracula fetish caught his attention as he took his seat next to the headmaster "Mister Long has been confined to the common room for the day. He will not be able to train with you"

"Unacceptable" said Lao, as his friends and true colleagues called him and he expected to give no one here permission to use that name "My grandson's training takes priority"

"It's only one day Lao" Dumbledore smiled with unwanted familiarity "Children often find themselves in a scrape of mischief now and then. It's not that uncommon for a Slytherin to be denied their free time by one of their prefects"

"Dragon Training is NOT free time" Lao glared

"But it seems to be taking its place" Snape sneered taking in hand his tea. As if for dramatic effect he refused to explain his comment until after he took a sip. In true Snape was trying to steady his temper to prevent saying something he would regret... this rarely worked but at least he tried. Snape had issue with vocalizing his displeasure at someone publicly. As in he rarely was able to hold his tongue and gave his condolences for their lack of brain cells, dispite who was present to hear. He did try to contain himself with his colleagues, at least when the children were present. He spent most of the year with the members of the Hogwarts staff being his only real option for day to day social interaction. He tried to be pleasant with them and he did consider many of the consistent staff to be his friends but he never quite got the hang of social niceties. Such as he could not express his displeasure when someone irritated him without it coming out as an attack on their person "Mister Long has missed ALL study sessions since school began as well as his designated leisure times. He has not been able to complete any of his school or house assignments nor BEGIN them. Not to mention yesterday you had him so exhausted he slept through his Astronomy class"

"I trust you were not to harsh on him Severus" The headmaster smiled but their was a hidden edge to his voice

'Naturally' Lao thought 'The headmaster seeks to manipulate the new American Dragon. Why else would he go out of his way to give the boy's mortal parents a personal tour of the campus despite never having done such for any other potential student in his entire career at Hogwarts'

The British Dragon had made a point of informing Lao of the politics of this country. Dumbledore was a huge player in the global wizarding world, not just Britain. He tried to get America's help with their last Dark Lord but they were busy with their own problems. The old mage undoubtedly thought if he swayed the American Dragon all the magical life of America would demand intervention in the next war. Naturally this was true. If another war broke out in Britain and Jake even casually let it slip that he thinks America should help the people would demand to go to war based on his opinion alone. Lao got no help from the British Dragon beyond that because that Dragon very much liked the idea of America's help in what he suspected to be dark days ahead. Tom Riddle might not have been worthy of a spot on the top ten of the greatness dangers to the Dragon Council but he was a huge threat to this country. The last British Dragon was quite vocal in saying once Riddle was done with them he'd move out to the rest of Europe and slowly spread like a plague. She was directly claiming World War 3 would be caused by someone other then Russia or America, a hard pill to swallow during the Cold War.

"His fellow students are seeing to that for us" Snape sneered and Dumbledore looked discouraged and Lao's aging mind had to think back to what was said before it flew off on it's own internal rant.

"He's only been here a couple of days" The headmaster tried

"More then enough time for the other houses to make their displeasure known towards all things Slytherin"

Lao growled "Those little WIZARDS" saying the word as if it was a vile curse "are harassing my grandson"

Snape raised his eyebrow but the sneer only increased in its intensity "Concerned for his wellbeing? How admirable. Where is this concern regarding your own treatment of him, I wonder? You have all but tried to physically cut him off from his fellow Slytherins, who are his ONLY form of emotional support"

Lao opened his mouth to scream at the man's implication that he couldn't take care of his own grandson but the man continued without letting him get a word. A hard thing to do considering Lao's powerful lungs.

"You didn't even allow him to EAT with his housemates yesterday"

"His Dragon Training takes priority to skipping around flinging useless spells about" Lao growled. Couldn't any of this wizards understand how important Dragon Training was to the boy's survival? Lao had been the American Dragon since before the United States was founded. Do these idiots really believe that in all those years Susan was his only child? He'd had other children and each time the Council took the child away when their dragon powers kicked in to be trained and attend to their duties. Lao was forced into retirement and not allowed to train his child himself. It was rare for a Magical Guardian to live passed one hundred and not be crippled at the very least. The Council ignored Lao's age and unheard of experience and settled for the old traditions and beliefs. The Council argued Lao would be too soft on his children if he was to be the one to train them. So each time they died due to the Council's lack of ability to prepare them properly he was forced to take up that title again.

The happiest day of Lao's life had been the day he learned his daughter's dragon blood was dormant. That at least one of his children would get to live a full life outside that horrific title. She may only have a mortal lifespan thanks to her condition but it would be a happy life doing what she wanted... then she had Jake. Not again, Lao refused to bury another child of his blood. He took over Jake's training dispite the Council's wishes. It was a rare instance were he exploited the authority the people gave him over the will of the Council.

Lao was 600 years old. He knew what it took to survive this life and he would make sure Jake knew it to. These wizards may think what they have to offer is so valuable but Lao was not willing to experiment with his grandson's life. Jake would be taught all the skills Lao had picked up. It was far too dangerous for the child to test out others or take his mind away from the seriousness of his duty. Why could no one else see this?

Even Susan was bending to the wishes of her husband instead of making sure the boy was properly prepared. She argued the magic of the wizards would be beneficial to Jake but wizard magic was untested in this field. You could not assume it would be helpful! Didn't she realize how many creatures were resistant if not immune to spell work!?

Lao sighed "The Dragon Council has been looking after the world and all its creatures since pure blood dragons raped their first cave dwelling humans. You should take it as a matter of course that a society that can trace it's roots near the dawn of mankind knows what it's doing"

###

Jake poked at his breakfast, stealing glances at the teachers' table. They appeared to be arguing so clearly Snape was telling Gramps not to expect him today.

"Today's our first history of magic class of the year" Blaise eyed their new teacher himself. All the third years were together as they were every mealtime.

Jake gulped at the thought of sitting in Gramps' class today of all days.

"Long warns not to sleep in his class" Draco spoke up "Apparently the old dragon is absolutely mental"

"Just don't tell him I said that" Jake blushed

Teddy piped up "I've heard he caned a fifth year Gryffindor for it"

"No bloody way" Greg scuffed

"It's what I heard" Teddy grinned

"Who told you?" Draco eyed and Teddy blushed

"Not a very reliable source I'll admit" Teddy nervously chuckled but as everyone still demanded 'who' he confessed "The Weasley Twins" and all but Jake scowled

"Honestly Nott" Draco sneered "You know better then to believe them"

"All the fifth year Slytherins swore Fred got himself a dozen strokes!" Teddy tried

Vince waved it off "They were just messing with you"

Greg nodded "Those older guys are always trying to get us to believe whatever outlandish story the twins tell"

Pansy raised her eyebrow "I did find McGonagall storming into the history classroom during her break on our first day back. She put a silencing charm on the door so you know whatever she said to him was important"

Teddy nodded as if that was all the proof he needed "She was probably yelling at him for overstepping his authority and undermining her's"

Vince snickered "I know Snape would like to give the twins a good whack"

Greg turned to Pansy "What were you doing outside history of magic?"

"I wanted to size up the new teacher"

Jake raised an eyebrow "I figured it be pretty big gossip if a kid got caned in class"

"Not really" Draco shrugged "Maybe if there were more Gryffindors then the twins but their the only lions that signed up for it. A lot of Slytherins changed their class schedule at the beginning of the year as Snape asked them to give the new History teacher a chance. You were in the infirmary when he gave that announcement. Because of all the Slytherins they had to break up the classes again last minute. Of course Slytherin and Gryffindor are together like most classes but that's okay since it's only the twins. The twins are friends with all houses, including ours. We're not about to let knowledge of their punishment leek anymore then if it was one of our own housemates"

Blaise suddenly glared at Jake "That means keep your mouth shut about it. Even if this is just the twins pulling our legs the Prefects might consider it going against Rule One"

"Uncle Sev wouldn't" Draco assured "But Flint definitely would. After he got his prefect badge he named the twins honorary Slytherins. That happens now and then with people we really trust, usually family members in different houses. Even then we keep 'honorary Slytherins' known only to us so the other houses won't harass them"

Jake sighed as his pleasant conversion was reminded of the completely unfair house discrimination.

After breakfast the herd of Slytherins matched to their first class of the day. There was a sign on the door reading "If you are not in class on time you will not be permitted in. Any students not in class will be issued a detention and 20 house points will be subtracted per student". The Slytherins decide it was better not to risk it and took their seats on the left side of the room. A few of the Gryffindors seemed to want to "call his bluff" and waited outside. Hermione managed to convince her friends to come inside with her and a few others followed her example (Not wanting to go out of their way to get on a professor's bad side).

Gramps stood at the head of the class waiting patiently as the students settled. He was dressed in his blue and gold robes and holding a long wooden staff that was twice the size of his small house elf sized body. He walked to the door and watched the kids outside goof around. The second the bell rung he slammed the door shut and locked it, not allowing any of the students to be even a second late. He got back to the front of the class and did roll call. He put aside a small stack of the kids who were still outside and announced "A hundred and forty points from Gryffindor". The magic of the school heard the declaration and automatically subtracted the points well the Gryffindors present groaned.

"I am Master Shi and, as you have hopefully gathered, I have no patience for those who waste my time. I have been informed of the incompetence, disrespect, and down right shameful attitude from not only the students but your previous instructor. As I will be working here these next few years it is my job to put things back in order, starting with the skill standards themselves. There is not a single institution on Earth that will accept an OWL or NEWT level scholar in regards to history. Such a system is usually tolerable for other fields as it is seen as interchangeable with the International Merlin Standards of Magical Comprehension. However a NEWT in History of Magic represents a very narrow grasp of history. All you are required to know to achieve a NEWT is basic knowledge of British History specifically relating to the wizarding world. An Apprentice level, according to the Merlin Standard, must gave at least some understanding of global history. Due to this school's incompetence in training students to achieve OWLs and Newts instead of being moved up to an Apprentice level all of Britain is severely lacking in this area. Students who have tolerated the lacking abilities of your previous instructor quickly realize that not even a British museum will hire them if they only have a NEWT. Most museums in Britain must have their own schools in order to educate future employees on the most basic of knowledge. As I have no tolerance for such a ridiculous system. You will forget about your OWLs and NEWTs for history and focus yourselves on advancing by the International Merlin Standard"

Pansy raised her hand and was quickly acknowledged by Gramps "What exactly IS the Merlin Standard?"

Gramps gave a huff in irritation but not at her. Jake could tell Gramps was irritated more with the school for not properly educating them then the students for not knowing "It is the system most of the world uses to signify magical skill level. It begins with Novices who are generally children who are just barely learning of magic. Knowledge of a Novice is tested in yearly exams after the 1st year of training spell work in most countries but Britain waits to test them until 5th year in what they call the 'OWL' exams. An 'OWL' student is still considered a Novice until they gain Apprentice level after 7th year. This is done by passing what the British call NEWTs. Most places will only hire someone as an Apprentice in the fields they reached apprentice level, or NEWTs form Britain. There are higher universities of learning where an 'Expert' level can be achieved in a field. Usually it takes about ten years of study before magic users are able to pass the test as it is a demanding series of exams that must be completed consecutively. A multiple choice exam, followed by several essays, then oral, and finally demonstrations. The exams are taken by a single individual in front of a board not in a classroom setting. You can sign up to go before the board at any time but it is suggested you spend at least a decade of studying. The exams generally take all day but they do have scheduled breaks. The British education system has an equivalent of this called a 'Lord' exam but it is only offered to people of noble bloodlines. Then there are Masters who have no equivalency standard as even the British Ministry realize no properly trained magic user would be accepted internationally unless they were recognized by the Merlin Standards. The exams to quality are similar to get an Expert or a 'Lord' but much harder. Many scholars cannot achieve this level until they are at least a hundred if they ever do. I believe the potioneer of this school was actually able to skip his 'Lord' exams, conveniently not being allowed to take them because of his bloodline, and achieved Master level at age 22. He was only slightly older then when Merlin himself achieved his first Master. Whatever else we may think of the man it is foolish to ignore that achievement"

All the Slytherins puffed up their chest with pride where the Gryffindors seemed perplexed that Snape was an actual Potions Master. Jake couldn't help but think that someone who was talented enough to do that might have been passed over because of Britain's obsession with inbreeding.

Teddy blurted out "Why don't we use the International Standard for everything then?"

"Ten points from Slytherin for not raising your hand" Gramps chastised before answering "Because the system was thought of by a half Altmer and the British do not respect any breed of elf, regardless of their standing to the rest of the world"

Draco sneered at the audacity of the old man, temporarily forgetting it was Jake's grandfather and the repercussions of insulting the man for promoting elves. He opened his mouth but thankfully was saved by Wesley of all people.

Jake, oblivious to what his friend had been thinking, turned towards the loud snoring in shock.

Gramps face was absolutely livid as he marched over to the sleeping boy and slammed his staff against the desk. A startled Ron shut up.

"HOW DARE YOU SLEEP IN MY CLASS YOU UNGRATEFUL BRAT!" Gramps roared "50 points from Gryffindor and a thousand lines of 'I will not waste the time of my instructors with my blatant disrespect'"

"A THOUSAND LINES!" Ron gasped "I'll never get that done!"

"Don't worry you have plenty of time as you'll be surviving detention on hour a day until it's finished!"

"Just for falling asleep!"

"Two thousand lines!" Gramps roared before storming away from the child to stop himself from smacking him.

The rest of the class was on their best behavior from then on. At the end of class Gramps called Jake over well everyone else fled.

"I expect to see you after school on the Quidditch pitch" Gramps had glared before kicking Jake out without letting him say a word.

"I'm died!" Jake wailed to his friends. It didn't matter what he did he was going to get in huge trouble with someone.

"You should talk to Snape" Draco encouraged "He'll smooth things over"

Jake looked doubtful.

"Your grandfather always that..."

"Unreasonable?" Jake sighed "Actually no, he's pretty hard and demanding but he's not so out of his mind. He must just be mad I got grounded and taking it out on his students"

"Yeah... Uncle Sev does that sometimes to" Draco admitted as they reached a fork in the road. As Draco and the other Slytherins turned left to head to Theory of Magic Jake kept talking.

"However much I'd love to think about THAT I got to go" Jake jabbed his thumb towards the other hall "Summoning starts soon"

Draco raised his eyebrow "You took summoning? But that's a fifth year course!"

Jack blinked "It is? Dumbles said I qualified for it?"

"You need an 'O' in Care of Magical Creatures"

Jack shrugged "Well... I got an 'A' in 'Magical Creatures Studies'," temporarily forgetting that an 'A' to the British stood for 'Acceptable' and not that he got at least 90% of all his work for that class correct.

"What the hell is that!?" Draco glared, not liking it when he didn't know something.

"It's just one of the courses they make elementary students study" Jake shrugged

"Elementary?" Draco thought on the word "You mean Primary? You were studying magic in PRIMARY SCHOOL!?"

"Well... no. Hocus doesn't teach your first year of spellwork until your magical core stabilizes. They have a wing for elementary level classes. Stuff that goes more into science, math, English, and the theories of magic. You know stuff like 'Theory of Potions' which covers the magical properties of ingredients like Herbology does as well as how they interact with each other... but it's pure theory and you don't often handle the actual plants and never brew a potion until you're ready for spell work. Then 'Science of Magic' just goes into why magic behaves the way it does and how you can expand your power and efficiency through science. I did nothing but read my first few years at school. They don't teach you any spell work until you're ready and sure as hell won't let you go near a magical creature until you're 'mature enough to handle it'. Magical Creatures Studies just covered what the creatures were, not how to take care of them or train them but here that's pretty much all your first year of COMC does. In America we read about what types of Magical creatures in elementary school, then in third year of spell work you study how to properly train them, then you finally get to work with the creatures in fifth year. Here you skip right to the good stuff and get to interact with the creatures right as you learn about them... I guess America's method is safer but I'm pretty sure that's just them being overprotective"

Draco stared at him a moment "When does Hocus start teaching about magic?"

"Well spell work isn't until you're 11 but they offer programs all the way back to preschool"

"PRESCHOOL!"

Jack shrugged "It's a privately funded school and as long as they don't try teaching kids spellwork before their core stabilizes it's legal to teach them about how magic works"

"You've been studying magic since you were in diapers" Draco stared on

"Well no. I didn't enroll until I was seven, nearly 8. I didn't even start at the beginning of the year it was more like the middle so I was way behind everyone else but like I said we were just studying the theories of magic alongside normal courses, nothing MAJOR. Dad did enroll me in the Summer school program they offered to catch up"

"Summer school?" Draco frowned at the strange concept.

"I know, it suuuuuucked!" Jake moaned not understanding Draco didn't know such a thing existed "Well I really got to go. See you Draco" he smiled before running off.

Draco jumped as the kids around him started talking, he'd forgotten the other Slytherins were there the whole time.

"How'd he qualify for Summoning with an 'A' in a remedial course" Blaise stared, the other Slytherins just shrugged

"Dumbledore must be plotting something" Millicent glared at no one in particular

"We better warn Snape" Pansy spoke the obvious

###

Jake smiled as he made his way into the Summoners class. It was a pretty small class but even smaller when you realized this was all the fifth years who signed up. Instead of the traditional two houses learning together all four were present. It was only about ten students, 11 counting Jake.

"You lost firstie?" A red head, who looked a lot like Ron, grinned. Beside him appeared to be his clone... though admittedly it was more likely his twin

"I'm a third year!" Jake glared

"So yes-"

"-to the lost" his twin finished his sentience

"N-no I'm allowed to take this class!"

"Seems strange they would-"

"-bump you up in-"

"Muggle Studies"

"M-Muggle Studies" Jake blushed "T-this isn't Summoning?"

A dark haired boy wearing a Slytherin scarf called "Ignore them, they just want to giggle as you frantically run around the school. You're in the right class, Long" Jake blushed trying to figure out how the other boy knew him "Slytherins sit here" the boy informed seeing Jake had yet to come over.

Jake nodded and took his seat beside the older Slytherin

"Name's Zack Fair, one of Slytherins Prefects" He informed then nodded at the pair of blond boys beside him "This is Tidus Taylor and Cloud Strife"

"Zackie!" One of the red heads yelled well the other whined "Don't steal the firstie!"

"Is my Thirdie" glared Zack

There was a boy at the head of the class who couldn't be older then 19. He was too old to be a student but to young to be a teacher. Probably the teacher's apprentice. The boy glared at the page of a book he was reading with his purple eyes, clearly someone just did something stupid in the story. A hand was at the side of his head stealthily keeping his long and oddly styled blue hair from getting in the way of the book. The boy must have just charmed his hair and eyes because he didn't seem to have any other features that would suggest a magical creature in his bloodline. Sometimes wizards from old magical families did get genes for odd eyes and even more rarely hair but that didn't naturally happen very often. The boy was wearing black and red robes with a green cloth with gold trim around his waist. His hairless chest was completely exposed as the robe wasn't well wrapped around it but it was around his waist oddly enough. That meant he was probably exposing his chest intentionally.

"That's Seymour Guado" Tidus grinned staring at the ridiculously pretty apprentice who was a rainbow of dark colors "And as Merlin as my witness he'll be mine" he smiled dreamily and got a look on his face Jake often saw when a boy was fantasizing about a girl.

Jake felt his own face heat up seeing the boy was openly drooling over another guy. He didn't have a problem with homosexuals, his parents raised him better then to have such prejudice, but it was just so obvious it took him by surprise. The other boys didn't seem to think this was strange behavior.

"Alright class settle down" a man walked in wearing a robe made of dozens of large strips of cloth with a cut that made them look like leaves. All the large 'leaves' were different shades of red. He had long gray hair and carried a traditional summoner's staff "I am Master Braska of the Summoners Guild, welcome to Introduction to Summoning. Summoning creatures is actually considered a Dark Art as you are unnaturally bending magic to open a barrier between the realms. If done incorrectly you could leave a crack in the fabric of reality which will allow other creatures to come through. Before we can begin summoning you need to learn how to properly open and close the dimensional rift. Then we will work on opening a rift and pulling a creature through. We'll start out with a simple Scamp then move on to other Daedra. Yes son?" Mr. Braska acknowledged Jake's hand

"Yeah hum why are we starting with Scamps?" Jake asked "Aren't Skeletons are much easier to summon?" every last person in class stared at him in horror... well except Braska.

Mr. Braska just studied him for a moment before speaking "Mr. Long I take it, the American?"

"Yes sir" Jake nodded

"I realize most of the Darker Arts are commonly practiced in America but Necromancy is strictly illegal in Britain, as it is in most countries"

Jake blinked "Why? As long as you get a license and respect the dead there's no harm in it. There's no real difference summoning a human soul from any other sentient being" for some reason that seemed to disturb everyone even more.

"Humans like to believe we are more advanced then other species" Braska explained "Most creatures hold the lives of their own kind above that of others, it's instinct"

Jack nodded despite still not quite getting it. Dragons, at least 'Draconic Sorcerers', were taught that all life was equally as precious despite how different it looked. It probably helped that most creatures felt honored when a dragon summoned them. They tended to be resentful when full blooded humans did it.

"If you decide to take the NEWT class in a couple of years we will start on summoning demons. Then we will find out which species of demon you connect to most and sign a contract for that breed. It is not possible to control a demon unless you sign the Summoner's contract for that specific breed. A contract makes it easier to control summons but most you can bind to you temporarily with your magical will. Creatures of chaos, like demons, are much harder to control. Even with the contract you will have to work hard at controlling them. We need to make sure you understand the basics before we move onto them"

"But..." Jake stopped when he realized he didn't raise his hand

"Yes Mr. Long?"

"Sorry but... I didn't think it was legal to sign a summoner's contract unless you were an Apprentice"

"It is not in America but Britain allows it as long as you register which contacts you've signed with our ministry of magic. You may be shocked to know but some countries, such as Japan, do not have any laws regarding summons"

"So... it's wrong to do necromancy with the dead's permission but having kids forcibly bind demons is okay?"

Braska smiled "It seems we are experiencing some culture clash" looking around at the worried looks many of his students were giving the child who they perceived to be a necromancer, despite the boy most likely not knowing anymore about summoning then they did, the man felt obligated to clear this up "In America people will donate their souls to learning institutions, much like how some people donate their bodies to teach healing. They agree to be pulled out of whatever realm their soul resides at the casters will so that students can learn how to properly perform summoning spells. It is easier, and safer, to summon the soul of a willing human then a magical creature and America does not perceive it as an ethical issue as the person agreed to this well they were still alive. Outside of the classroom necromancy is strictly illegal until you become a licensed Apprentice in that specific field. The moral implications become more foggy at that point as they are no longer bound to summon only volunteers. None of that matters here because Necromancy is strictly illegal even in regards to willing souls. Does everyone understand?" getting a round of 'yes sirs' Braska decided to move on "Now, I trust everyone at least read the first chapter of The Summoner's Guide Volume One? Good, I'm going to demonstrate how to properly open and close a portal then both my apprentice and myself will take one of you aside and walk you each through the steps personally well the rest of you make observations and take notes. I realize this may take awhile as only two of you will be practicing at a time but it's purely for safety reasons. We can't have a herd of untrained students opening a bunch of portals but not being able to close them properly, can we? Don't worry you'll each get your turn and given however long you need to get the hang of it. There is a reason this class is two hours long after all"

###

"Mister Long" Braska called just before dismissing the class "Please stay behind for a moment" Jake shrugged and went to the teacher's deck after everyone else left "Mister Long, I would like to stress how important it is you of all people do not try to practice necromancy"

"I get it sir. I won't" Jake promised

"Just let me say this" Braska insisted well his apprentice indifferently went back to his book "Given your status as a Magical Guardian," all the teachers having been made aware of that "If you were found breaking one of our laws and the Aurors were stupid enough to arrest you, as they would undoubtedly be, it would cause an international incident. The Americans would be furious that the British arrested their Guardian" Braska debated if he should say the next thing but it was too dangerous not to "and given that Necromancy has a minimum sentence of five years in Azkaban it is very likely the Americans would go to war to get you back rather then let you rot in a Dementor filled prison" Jake's mouth dropped "Our current minister is an idiot who goes out of his way to offend the other wizarding leaders, Particularly America's given you're Secretary of Magic is a hybrid who doesn't just work alongside your muggle President but under him as his subordinate. If you got in trouble our minister would see it as an opportunity to embarrass America not realizing just how important you are to them. It could only result in a catastrophic war where the American wizards would possibly be willing to let last for decades even if they got you back"

"So don't get caught" The apprentice spoke up not looking up from his book

Braska sighed "That's not the warning I was trying to instill"

The boy just shrugged, not at all interested.

Braska sighed again before looking back at Jake "Just... talk to your head of house and make sure he makes you familiar with our laws, alright?"

"Yes sir"

"Run along then"

"Yes sir" Jake nodded quickly leaving the class and heading to Herbology. The fifth year Slytherins were outside waiting for him. Strange as they didn't have any other classes together.

Zack had a strangely serious look on his face. The older boy looked around to make sure no other houses were around "Come on Long, house meeting"

Jake blinked but followed the other boys into an empty classroom.

Zack calmly put up a silencing charm before grabbing Jake by the scarf of the neck. Jake was turned to the side then suddenly felt a harsh smack land against his backside.

"The (SMACK) Last (SMACK) Thing (SMACK) we (SMACK) need (SMACK) is (SMACK) to (SMACK) have (SMACK) the (SMACK) entire (SMACK) school (SMACK) thinking (SMACK) we (SMACK) are (SMACK) a (SMACK) bunch (SMACK) of (SMACK) corpse humpers (SMACK, SMACK)" Zack growled landing a hit with word before adding one final smack to make twenty. Jake suddenly got turned around to face the older boy again. Jake just stared dumbfounded "This better be the last time I hear you talking about dark arts in front of the other houses. Chat about it to your heart's content in the common room. Hell I don't care if you Avada Kadavra all the Gryffindors to build yourself some kind of Zombie army but don't be stupid enough to publicise that's what you're doing!"

"I'm not going to-"

"I know your not but the point is that is what kind of rumors are going to be flawing around the school in a few hours!" Zack yelled before sighing. He messaged his forehead as he tried to explain "Look I don't know how they do things in America but here any form of the dark arts are widely discriminated against. It was hard enough to even GET summoning offered at Hogwarts. All Dumbledore needs is an accuse and just the rumor of one of his students using it to learn Necromancy is enough for us to kiss the class goodbye!"

Jake looked down at the floor, now that the shock was over he could start feeling the sting in his hide "I hate Britain" things were so much better in America.

"You should probably keep that to just us Slytherins to" Zack groaned "Look Jake" The younger boy looked up a little shocked at how much soft Zack's voice became "You need to remember that what you do and say reflects on all Slytherins. It's not fair but that's how other people treat us. We're all in the same boat and have all gotten in trouble at some point for slipping up. When I was your age I asked our Defense teacher why it was illegal for werewolves to learn how control their curse. Next thing I knew the whole school was running to the headmaster about how all of Slytherin was trying to raise a werewolf army for the Dark Lord. They always seem to trace it back to him somehow"

"Werewolves... aren't allowed to control their transformations?" Jake blinked

"If they are caught doing it their usually executed"

"B-but if they are taught how to control it they aren't a danger to anyone!"

"Well according to the ministry their a greater threat before they are more in tune to their savage nature"

"What the hell?! Is Britain capable of passing a law that makes sense!?"

"I doubt it but back to my point you need to be careful what you say in class. If you have questions write them down and ask the teacher once everyone is gone. Most of them are like Professor Braska and recognize an innocent question. Although if you have questions for Transfiguration or Runes ask Snape that night as those Professor's don't like questions that even hint at the darker side of magic. Defense questions can usually wait until Saturday"

"What's so special about Saturday?" Jake blinked

Zack frowned then snapped his fingers "Right you were in the hospital wing when Snape gave his beginning of the year speech... probably why your having such a hard time adjusting. Every Saturday morning Snape takes our entire house to one of the larger rooms and gives us all a lesson in defense. We learn spells on how to ward away dark creatures and go over our dueling skills. It's why Slytherins are so much better at dueling then most of the other house.

Cloud finally spoke up as Zack was out of his 'punishing students' mode and moved on to 'explaining things' mode "Ravenclaw is the only one that can compete with us but that's cause Professor Flitwick gives him special lessons. He let's the rubbish defense teachers handle most of it but he'll focus purely on making his ravens duelist. He is a Master Duelist after all so it makes sense he'd want to pass on his trade. Sometimes Snape and Flitwick will organize dueling tournaments for our houses. Snape says those tournaments are the reason we have the least trouble with Ravenclaw since we engage in 'after school activities' together. AND Flitwick is an actual Master Duelist so that means he has knowledge of a lot of nasty dark spells that he teaches his house how to use responsibly. Because of that Ravenclaws know 'dark' doesn't always mean 'evil' and are more accepting of us. They still prefer Gryffindors over us though and will side with them every time but as long as Gryffindor doesn't have any matches to start their fires-"

The tardy bell suddenly range and Jake's eyes flew open in panic

Zack waved it off "Relax, just tell your next professor that you were in a house meeting and you won't get in any trouble. They'll check with Snape later of course but that won't be a problem. As long as you only use a house meeting for important stuff Snape won't get onto you"

"S-so I guess that means we better get going" Jake blushed, thinking the 'important stuff' was the spanking and lecture.

"Nothing is more important then making sure our new Slytherins are okay" Zack was adamant "Jake, just cause you slipped up and caught yourself a spanking does make you any less of a Slytherin. We still care a great deal about you and as older students it's our job to sure you younger guys are getting on. You don't look like you're getting on"

Jake shrugged staring down at his feet.

"It's important you know how things are done he our house but it's equally important that you enjoy yourself in our house. Slytherins are meant to be closer then family. We bust each others butts but we're still there for each other when we need it. Do your parents care any less about you when they have to punish you?"

Jake blushed at the way Zack was speaking, as if to a small child. Still Jake shook his head 'no'

Zack smiled "Then why should I?"

"Come on Zackie" Tidus groaned "He's not a first year"

"Right" Zack blushed scratching his head "I guess I have to find some middle ground with you Jake-O. I can't get all mushy with you like firsties occasionally need but I also can't expect you to know everything about our house like our other third years" he shrugged "We'll work it out... So are you ready to face the world? Have anymore questions about our house?"

Jake shook his head 'no' again and the boys let him leave.

###

"So what was the house meeting about?" Draco asked after class. All of the third year Slytherins were at there table in the great hall for lunch. Draco only knew there was a house meeting because Jake told their Professor that's why he was late.

"I..." Jake blushed "I asked a question about Necromancy in class"

Draco winced.

Blaise choked on his drink before glaring "Merlin Long do you LIKE being in trouble?"

"It was just a question!?" Jake defended

Teddy grinned "Didn't think the 'American Dragon' of all people would be a corpse humper" he joked

"I'm not a- THAT. I just wanted to know why we we're starting out with Summoning Skeletons. That's what all the older kids at my old school told me the first spell was"

"They taught NECROMANCY at your school!" Vince couldn't stop himself from yelling and many eyes at the other tables looked over. Seeing all the attention he brought to their table Vince groaned "Great now Snape is going to kill me to"

"Necromancy is legal in America" Jake informed "As long as you have a license and students only summon people who volunteered"

"How do you 'Volunteer' to be summoned?" Pansy asked

"Better question is 'why'?" Greg looked green

Jake explained "Mostly Necromancers who wanted people to be able to learn their trade and they agree to it well their still alive, like signing an organ donor card"

"Organ donor?" Teddy blinked but Jake choosed to ignore the ridiculous question and went on to explain the merits of Necromancy, although he did it in a low voice so the other houses couldn't hear.

"Necromancers are used in America to help cops solve crimes. For murder victims they summon the soul of the victim for questioning and then help that person find peace instead of becoming a vengeful spirit like lots of murder victims are prone to do. They also help cops fight against the spirits that do turn vengeful and other dangerous undead like zombies. Some have jobs as grief councillors in order to let people say goodbye to their lived ones after they died. Necromancy is like any other field of magic. It can be used for good or bad but it's the person that chooses what they do with it"

The Slytherins stared at him a moment before Teddy whispered, with a great deal of humor in his voice but he still didn't want the other houses to hear him "So you ARE a corpse humper"

"I just finished my first ever summoners class. Where would I have learned Necromancy?"

Draco smirked, whispering as well with a teasing tone "I can summon a young snake demon and I never took any official class. My dad taught me and had me sign the contract right after my first year of Hogwarts. Snake summoning has been in my family for generations. Dad can summon Snake demons larger then a Basilisk" he said proudly, leaving out the part that he couldn't actually summon a real Basilisk because those weren't demons.

"Well neither of my parents can do magic so they could hardly have taught me" Jake huffed

As the Slytherins were reminded of that fact they got quite for a moment before Teddy supplied "His grandfather was the last magical guardian. I'm sure he knows a spell or two"

Vince put in, too further ease the tention "Probably summoned vampires to fight trolls or something"

Jake snickered imaging Gramps running around slinging spells. Usually the man just punched things and didn't really think much of spell casting. He did know some spell work but not nearly as much as a fully trained wizard. What magic he did know mostly dealt with runes and enchantments, getting a lot of potions form Fu Dog. Gramps claimed those things were often more efficient then traditional spell work.

After lunch the Slytherins walked into their first charms class of the year. The teacher was a very short old man that looked to have some goblin blood, although he acted far more cheerful then your usual goblin.

"As you have undoubtedly noticed" The goblin smiled pleasantly, not that sly calculating smile goblin's normally gave "Your spell work classes are lasting much long then they were for your first two years here at Hogwarts. This is because you are ready to start building up your magical stamina. Your instructors, that teach spell work anyway, will usually keep you for two hours per subject to give you time to properly exercise your magic. I will be assigning simple spells as well that will help you build up your magical skill level in charms on your own time. They will not be assigned as official homework but I strongly encourage you to practice when you can so that you get a better understanding of charms and build up your stamina as well. Today we will learn those spells and practice them at our desk for a bit"

It was a loooooooong two hours but the Goblin, Mister Flitwick, was admittedly a good teacher and some of the practice spells were pretty cool. They learned how to create a flash of light (which didn't last more then a few seconds which was lame) but also how to make the air make funny noises (like farts and creepy laughter and whatever else you could think of). Teddy said the silly noises was probably just trying to make kids more likely to use the spell for practice. It got REALLY loud in the classroom with that.

After class the day was finally over and the Slytherins dragged themselves to their common room feeling absolutely exhausted. The spells didn't take much magic but after using them for two hours their magic was completely drained.

Jake had been hoping he could sneak off and see Gramps but that wasn't possible with all the other Slytherins going straight to the Common room themselves. Besides Jake was spent. He didn't have enough energy to go to dragon training. Of course Gramps would probably just give him a magic restorative potion like he had yesterday but those may fill up his magical stamina it didn't heal the strain spells put on the body.

Vince flopped on the nearest couch and many of the third years joined him "Merlin I can only imagine how you feel Long" Vince groaned "I can hardly move and I was using a WAND!"

"Draconic Sorcerers have a lot more magic then we do" Teddy panted flopping on a sofa upside down, his feet were at the top of the chair well his head was near the floor.

"Yeah" Jake admitted "But wands channel magic a lot more efficiently so I use up way more" Jake didn't bother finding a couch. He just collapsed in front of the coffee table

Pansy blinked from her spot on the couch, right next to Draco "Then why don't Americans use wands?"

"Because we see them as tools. If you're completely dependent on your wand and it gets taken from you you're screwed. The best thing to do is just build up your magic as much as you can on your own then start training how to channel your spells through it... of course you guys specialize in spells that can only be used with wands. There's a lot I wouldn't be able to duplicate but I can do something that is the equivalent of it but it wouldn't be the same spell"

"So that's why you need a different book for class?" Draco asked

"Yeah" Jake shrugged and the Slytherins got quite for a few minutes

"Someone get the restorative potions" Draco groaned "Uncle Sev keeps them on the fourth shelf in his potions cabinet"

Teddy shook his head "Flitwick said we need to let our magic restore itself naturally. It's better for our development"

"Yeah I heard him Nott but no way in hell am I willing to feel like this for an hour!"

"Snape would get mad if you ignored a professor's instructions" Teddy reminded

"Tsk" was Draco's response but he didn't ask for the potion again

###

**A/N: **
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	7. Chapter 7

"Did you hear?" Was the first thing out of Ron's mouth when Hermione got back to the common room. She was beyond exhausted. Professor McGonagall had given her a Time Turner to allow her to take a larger selection of classes. With it she could travel back in time and go to a class she normally wouldn't be able to take because it was during the same time as another. This effectively meant her days were longer, by a good 6 hours. By her internal clock it was already ten at night when it was actually just four in the afternoon. She still had homework, which she would probably have to use the Time Turner again in order to get it all done. She might even have to use the Time Turner to get the proper amount of sleep. This was getting ridiculous but she was sure she would come up with a system to work it all out... but it seems her friends wanted to hang around and chat like they usually do after class. She tried to be patient with them. They couldn't know she's been awake for 6 hours longer then themselves with her nose in a book or practicing spells. Oh Charms had really taken it out of her but she kept going. She was determined to be the greatest witch in history.

Hermione sighed sitting with her friends, Ron and Harry, doing her best not to neglect them. They were far too important to ignore however much she desired rest "Hear what Ronald?"

"The Slytherins are practising Necromancy!" Ron blurted out, completely disgusted and obviously assuming the silly rumor to be true

"Honestly Ronald!" Hermione got up and left towards the girl's dorms. She was far too tired to put up with the ginger talking about some meaningless rumor as if it was fact.

"It's that lizard you fancy" Ron called after her and she stopped

"I don't 'fancy' anyone!" She snapped "Especially not a... Jake? You mean Jake?"

"Who else in this school is part lizard?" Ron huffed

"He's not a lizard Ronald. He's a Draconic Sorcerer" Hermione corrected

"Oi whatever the point is he's a Necromancer. Yuna heard him and she wouldn't lie!"

"Yuna?" Hermione blinked, the older Gryffindor girl wasn't the type to make up stories like that "What exactly did she say?"

"That Long walked into her Summoners class, imagine a good girl like that studying dark magic"

"Focus Ron" Hermione chided

"Right, anyway she said Long somehow got himself bumped up to her class and was asking their professor when they were going to start summoning SKELTONS! He even said summoning people's souls was no different then anything else! I TOLD you he was evil Hermione!"

"There has to be an explanation" Hermione insisted "He seemed like such a nice boy"

"He's a Slytherin! They're all about manipulating people and using them to get what they want. All he did was finally slip and show the world what he really is. Just look how he setup Neville in potions!"

"I'm sure he was honestly just trying to help then"

"Don't go looking for good where there ain't none and trust me no Slytherin has an ounce of good in there whole body"

###

Jake sneezed into his shoulder "Looks like some pretty girl is talking about me"

"Huh?" Draco blinked. He and all the other third year Slytherins were still resting but admittedly they were feeling better now. Some of the other kids had come back to the common room as well but most were enjoying their free time in the courtyard or the Quidditch pitch.

"It's some superstition the Japanese have" Jake shrugged

"I thought you were Chinese?" Teddy asked still sitting upside down.

"I am but I watch a lot of Anime" noticing the blank expressions Jake explained "Japanese cartoons" that got a clear understanding, at least Jake assumed but the Slytherins thought he was talking about Cartoon 'strips' in newspapers or maybe Comic books. Wizarding pictures, including drawings, did move after all. So although it was far more limited, each picture just playing out a small scene, the wizards did grow up reading Cartoons of their own.

"Don't the Chinese and Japanese hate each other?" Pansy asked with no sign of tact, it was okay to forget it when it was just Slytherins "Why would your parents let you read their stuff?"

"Well first off I might be descended from the Chinese but I'm an American and proud of it. We are made up of lots of other people's cultures. And second my dad's white so he wouldn't care and that. And lastly I'm a Dragon... we don't really care about boarder feuds anywhere. We live in one united government across the world, we just respect the laws of other governments"

Blaise scoffed "So Dragons think they own the world and just let the rest of us live here is that it?"

Teddy couldn't resist saying "Pretty much" then backtracked with "Wizards tend to think the same thing... so do vampires... and high elves"

"How do elves think they rule the world?" Draco sneered

"'High Elves' not 'House Elves'" Teddy explained "High Elves are tall, like 7 or 8 feet, with skin made out of gold, actual gold just softer, and really sharp features. They actually created House Elves through some kind of magic ritual and gave them to Merlin and his followers. They believe Merlin was some kind of god only posing as a wizard, meaning they thought mankind was the favored race of the gods. We kind of screwed that up though as over the centuries they came to think we are unworthy of their divine's affections and many species of elves actually resent us for Merlin not choosing them. House Elves still respect us as the chosen, which is why they bind themselves to a wizarding family and won't accept any money for their services. The first House Elves even gave up their immortality so that they would be bound to our plane of existent. It was the only way they could stay after the dark age ended and higher beings rounded up most of the immortals and forced them back into Purgatory. House Elves want to be with wizards so badly that they actually chose to be mortal for us but hell then there are Dark Elves. Those guys will enslave and torture humans to try to prove to Merlin that they are the superior race and therefore deserve his favor"

"Most Dark elves aren't like that" Jake assured "The bad ones just stand out"

Teddy shrugged "You know a lot of wizarding customs regarding Merlin actually comes from elves"

"They do not!" Draco scoffed

"Well wizards believe Merlin is a prophet" Teddy shrugged

"But not GOD! Face it Nott elves are mental"

"A god, not The God, more along the lines of Odin or Zeus but my point was wizards believe Merlin is a prophet because the elves came worshipping him and presenting him offerings. If the elves hadn't of gotten involved we would have thought he was just a powerful wizard"

Pansy smirked "You're going to hell for that"

Teddy grinned back "Well if I'm doomed anyway I better make sure I have some fun in this life"

Millicent laughed "Your so bad"

"And full of it" Blaise snickered "Nott's never even sucked anyone off"

Jake felt his face explode from the intense heat of his blush.

"Oh like you have" Teddy glared

"Of course I have" Blaise puffed out his chest "I even took it up the ass from Flint" he declared proudly well Jake stared at him in shock.

"No way" Teddy scoffed

Vince agreed "Ask anyone, Flint's got a larger hard on for Snape then Drace's dad"

"Gross!" Draco exclaimed "The last thing I want to think about is Father's dick, troll brains"

"Wouldn't that be cool though" Teddy grinned "If Snape actually agreed to be Lord Malfoy's consort. He'd have actual standing in Ministry politics"

"Uncle Sev hates politics" Draco scoffed

"Well there as to be some way to get them together" Pansy insisted "Snape's life would be so much better if he married into a good family"

"He doesn't really care about that" Draco shrugged "Plus if they got together Father would make him quite his job here and stay at home with Mother"

All the Slytherins looked discouraged at the idea of Snape not being at the school anymore.

"Well..." Millicent thought out loud "He wouldn't HAVE to quit. Lots of consorts have jobs"

"How many have jobs that keep them from living at home most of the year" Draco didn't really ask "Trust me, I've been trying to get Sev and my Dad together since I was five. It's not happening"

The Slytherins sighed well Jake finally spoke "Snape is... gay?" all the wizards stared at him curiously, not knowing the word "He... is attracted to boys?"

Draco raised an eyebrow well Teddy asked "Why wouldn't he be?"

"So... you guys, the British I mean, have gay marriage? You let guys get married?"

"Yeah" Draco stared at Long strangely for his stupid question

"Oh..." Jake looked around the room noticing all the odd looks he was getting "In America, we don't have that. You aren't allowed to marry someone of the same gender"

"Seriously" Greg blinked "That's stupid. So you guys all have bastard children?"

"No you can get married" Jake tried to explain still a little shock that such a huge issue in America wasn't given a second thought by the British wizards. In fact gay marriage was so ingrained in their culture they couldn't separate it from marrying a girl "but you have to marry someone of the opposite gender. If you're a boy you have to marry a girl or never get married at all"

All the Wizards stared.

Vince started with "That's just-"

"Stupid" Greg finshed

"Yeah" Jake agreed "There has been a lot of 'equal rights' compains for decades but honestly it's a slow progress. People are more accepting of those kinds of relationships now but they still aren't giving them any rights. If you get injured you're boyfriend of ten years can't even visit you in the hospital"

"Seriously?" Pansy gaped

Blaise snorted "I knew America was backwards"

"Hey!" Jake glared "So America has one flaw! I haven't found a single good thing about Britain since I got here!"

Before it exploded Teddy said "Every nation has flaws Long and be honest with yourself you've been looking for our dirt a lot more thoroughly then our accomplishments"

"I have not!" Jake denied "but that seems to be the only thing about this country anyone wants to tell me"

"Well... we let guys get married" Teddy reminded "Most families have a male 'husband', a female 'wife', and a 'consort' of any gender. Our divorce rate is near none existence. We have strong family ties. We have a national health care plan so you don't run the risk of being allowed to die just cause you're poor. Hospitals are controlled by the ministry and all the healers get paid a flat rate plus a bonus for each patient they treat. Hogsmeade has an apartment complex set up for free housing if you can't afford a place, the ministry pays for the up keep. Instead of yearly taxes or taking money out of your paycheck we only have sales tax... which makes buying luxury items expensive as hell but it makes sure rich people aren't punished for being successful in life and poor people aren't forced to give the government money they don't have. Okay so things have gotten kind of tense after You-Know-Who arrived but they are slowly repairing themselves"

"Errr who are we talking about now?" Jake blinked

"The Dark Lord" Teddy explained "You're not going to find many people willing to speak his name. Those things have power and he was a practicer of old magic. He could feel whenever someone spoke his chosen name and find you" All the Slytherins shuddered but Teddy went on "We are still suffering the effects of a war America refused to help us with. Of course things are harsh now but in a generation or two we'll be fine"

"W-why didn't America help?" Jake asked

Teddy shrugged "You were too busy playing chicken with Russia to care about what happened to the rest of the world"

Jake blinked thinking about it "The Cold War?"

"The Dark Lord used that as an opportunity to gain power without the other countries interfering"

"Okay" Greg groaned "Stop talking about it. It's bad luck. Draco, get your lazy dad off his arse and have him propose to Snape already" obviously backtracking the conversation

"He has" Draco groaned "three times but Uncle Sev refuses to 'marry beneath himself'," the students giggled imagining Lord Malfoy's face at hearing that "Mom thinks he's still head over heels in love with this Mu-ggleborn" Draco quickly caught himself and continued as if he hadn't almost said that word again "he used to date as a kid. I don't really know what happened but I think she dumped him. I bet she's kicking herself now that Sev is the youngest and wealthiest Potions Master ever"

"Who was she?" Pansy asked

"I don't know, just some Muggleborn" Draco shrugged

There was a sudden wave of students walking into the common room, it most be close to study time, with Snape right behind them. He looked down at the third years suspiciously, as if he could sense they had been talking about him. If he did he chose to ignore it.

"Alright third years I have been informed that Professor Flitwick put you through your first day of stamina building so you may sit there quietly and rest but I expect you to work on your assignments when the next study session rolls around"

There was a choir of "Thank you Professor" from the third years

"Mister Long keep in mind that you owe me lines and an essay but I want you to get your school work out of the way first and YOU Mister Crabbe need to martch yourself up to the dorm. As I recall you lost your free time for the day so I expect you to spend this time resting not gossiping with your friends"

"Ah but Snape-" Vince tried

"No 'buts' young man. Now go to your dorm and remain thoroughly bored. You may come back down for dinner and then work with your friends for the next study session but I don't want to see you til then, understood?"

"Yes sir" Vince sighed getting up and leaving.

"Where are you going Mister Long?" Snape asked when Jake got up

"Errrr, aren't I being punished to?" Jake blushed, he felt embarrassed being signaled out

"You are only being confined to the common room. You still have your free time so you may relax and continue talking to your housemates... quietly. Other people are doing Homework or studying"

"Yes sir" Jake sat back down

When Snape left Draco giggled "You're not supposed to remind people your in trouble Long"

Jake just shrugged as the third years continued doing nothing well their magic replenished itself. They talked about nothing mostly, just letting Jake get to know them.

Pansy, apparently, was promised to Draco. It was an arranged marriage to benefit both their families. The Malfoys were high class nobles with enough wizard money to make them billionaires in the normal world. The Parkinson, Pansy's family, were rich to but more like millionaires. Jake rolled his eyes at what a tragedy the girl made that sound like. The Parkinson owned an enchantment company in France that was pretty popular but they were having trouble expanding into Britain. Enchantments were always a hard thing to import and far harder to get a foreign run company to own a facility in any country. Heck you could be living in a country and still have trouble getting the government to let you start up an Enchantment company. Enchantments, any enchantments, had to be made one at a time by hand and stored safely or else the opposing magics might react badly with each other. The Parkinson could get through the red tape a lot easier if they had family ties to high ranking officials to this country and the Malfoys would get a cut of the profits if they were those ties. The British didn't seem to think this was an act of corruption in the government. It also seemed kind of wrong to imagine a marriage was done purely for a business arrangement but Pansy didn't seem to mind. She was head over heels in love with Draco... who seemed to tolerate her in return.

Greg said he was the heir of the largest magical farming family in Britain and that Vince was a member of a branch family. The whole family was really close to the point they all lived together in a large compound at the farm. All the Aunts and Uncles and Cousins lived in houses right next door to each other and they all worked at the farm with an army of House Elves. Since Vince and Greg are the same age living in a large estate made up entirely of family members they were raised more like brothers then Cousins.

Millicent's family, the Bulstrode, owned a number of Companies like the Malfoys and had their fingers in a lot of pies. Millicent's dream though was to be an artist. Something she said she could do as a 'hobby' well she ran the family finances. She was the heiress and would be the head of the family. Letting women be the Head of the family was more progress then Jake thought Britain was capable of. It was still a hierarchy though as she made a point of saying since she was the heiress she had no delusions about meeting some stranger and 'falling in love'. Both her consort and husband had already been picked out for her. Her husband was so boy going to a Brazilian school that she only saw once a year at a formal party the Malfoys had every Christmas. As for her Consort... it was Teddy.

Teddy was the third child of his family, and so no where near the Heir. His whole purpose in life was to be married off to benefit his family. His family wasn't as big as the others but it was still a 'respectable house of pure bloods'. His father actually achieved a 'Lord' in Runes and made a lot of money in the trade. The man was currently studying to be a Master but he was decades away from that title according to Teddy. The man was actually a little disappointed that his son wanted to work on the Dragon Reservation rather then following in his footsteps but as Teddy was being married off it was fine as long as Millicent said it was okay. She said he could work on the weakends as she wanted him home most of the time taking care of the children like a consort was supposed to.

Blaise didn't really bother talking about himself.

"What about you Long?" Blaise changed the subject "You're family must be loaded"

Jake blushed but had to admit to his new millionaire friends "No, not really... My Dad is an Accountant so he makes good money. We're still only middle class though... still that's way more then I'll ever make... The American Dragon is supposed to live a life of duty and not act for personal gain" he repeated something Gramps often said "We... only get paid 7 thousand Biscuits a year, errr sorry American slang, I meant 'Sickles'" although Jake did use a lot of normal American currency the coins the Goblins controlled were used by all the magical life of the planet, even in America. It was the same value everywhere but they tended to call the coins by different names depending on the country.

"Sickles?" Greg blinked wondering why he'd get paid in those and not Galleons. He slowly did the math then blurted out "That's barely above minimum wage!"

"It is minimum wage in America but keep in mind when I'm older and move out of my parents place the Dragon Council will buy me any kind of house I want. They gave Gramps an electronics store that also sells enchantment and a lot of Techno Magic. He's the one who gave me my laptop for a birthday a few years back. Dragon Guardians get a nice house for free and who don't pay taxes and Gramps says we also get a special food alliance that anyone who isn't magical thinks is food stamps. We get to keep all our benefits into retirement... which is good cause most Dragon Guardians who do retire do so because their bodies are so broken they can't fight anymore. Most are so bad they can't even walk down some stairs let alone work. Everything we need is given to us because it's a 'high risk' job that none of us really have a choice about. 'Family honor' and 'duty to the country' isn't exactly something you can escape from" Jake shrugged, they shared such personal stuff about their own situations it wouldn't be right not to share his... besides although it was different it seemed these guys would understand about not being allowed to decide your own fate. By the looks on their faces it seemed they did "the money we get paid is purely for what we want... and honestly a bit of a bribe to make this life more tolerable. If we need to get something to help with our duties we just ask the person who sells it and they give it to use for free. They're supposed to charge the Council for it though but a lot of the time they don't. Gramps says you have to remember to tell them to charge the Council otherwise they won't do it for some reason"

Draco studied the dragon "You most WANT more then that?"

"Of course I do" Jake scuffed "But what 'more' could I realistically get? I'm bound to some stupid title that will probably leave me a cripple if I'm lucky but... even if I could somehow weasel out of it they would just force my sister to take over... as much as she annoys me I couldn't let that happen" 'things would be so much better if she hadn't been born' Jake shuddered feeling all kinds of guilty for thinking that despite stopping himself from saying it but it was true. If Haley hadn't been born he could just walk away from all of this and the worse that would happen is Gramps would continue being the American Dragon. Jake could have stayed in America at Hocus and learned how to be a half decent wizard. Who knows he might even been able to become a potions master like Fu one day. Instead he had to throw his whole life away for a sister that didn't show him an ounce of respect for his sacrifice or even acknowledge it... at least she would have a good life.

"What if..." Draco thought, if Jake was unwilling to do favors with his title then there wasn't much point being his friend. Of course HE couldn't be the one to ask. He looked over at Greg who seemed to get the silent command.

"You're thinking about this all wrong" Greg smirked getting Jake to look at him "You're in here for a reason so try thinking like a Slytherin" Despite what people thought Greg was not an idiot. He was just a little more simple and thought more abstractly because of his giant blood. It also made him more trusting, bloodthirsty, and often forget to think when food was involved. Giant instincts were still there after all. It had been horribly embarrassing when he and Vince ate floating cupcakes outside the kitchens. They assumed it was an extra treat from the elves who loved their company. If they weren't so trusting and used their stomachs to think for them they never would have fallen for that prank. Apparently they blacked out, ran around the school in a daze, then passed out in an abandoned Classroom. Draco said they even went into the common room for a while acting really strangely and not bantering at all. Seriously how out of it would Vince have to be not to banter with Draco. The two were always taking playful snaps at each other. 'Where was I?' Greg blinked his abstract giant brain getting the better of him again.

"What do you mean?" Jake asked after Greg got quite for a few moments, possibly for dramatic effect.

"You need to use what you're given to get what you want" Greg explained "Use your title, act in accordance to the rules, but do what YOU want with it. Use your influence to let you do what you want to do well still doing your job"

Jake frowned

"You want to be rich? Why not help out a few businesses with 'Dragon Guardian' endorsements" Greg encouraged

Teddy shrugged "They might even make you a partner for no other reason then to have your name in the company. Seriously The American Dragon owning part of a business would make huge advertisement for any business"

"Not to mention you'd be able to help more people" Greg put in "I mean if the American Dragon is supposed to help people won't that included making sure they have jobs?"

"I guess" Jake shrugged "If a magical creature or spell caster falls on hard times the American Dragon is expected to open their door to them and help them get back on their feet"

"Well, if you got yourself some business sense and more involved with the companies in America you could make sure as few people as possible fall on hard times"

Jake wrinkled his nose "I guess that makes sense but... People tend to do whatever Gramps says and he keeps saying corruption is far to easy for the Dragon Guardians because of that. And if we become corrupt it means we lost sight of our purpose"

"If you start acting purely for self interest, that is corruption, but helping a business thrive leads to jobs and bread on more people's tables. Owning a business means you can make sure those people are treated fairly. You need an understanding of economics and a willingness to use your power to influence others. You need to know how to use power to it's full extent to help people and know the difference between what they want and what they need. You're not often going to be able to give them both and trying to will hurt your resources causing you to not be able to help the next person. To be truly responsible with power you need to stick your fingers in as many pies as possible to expand your influence and resources. Then you can help things run the way you know it should. It will take a long time but eventually you'll craft a better world"

Jake frowned in thought

Blaise snorted "People are sheep. They are always looking for people to lead them. Sometimes that allows someone like Merlin to make way for a Golden Age and other times people like the Dark Lord come to power. It's better to be the person leading then let the masses fall prey to a monster with silk words"

Teddy added "People are already following your every move in America, might as well guide them to where you think they should be"

Jake nodded thinking it over. One five minute talk wasn't going to change his outlook on life but it was something worth thinking about.

###

Lao growled sitting at the professor's table as the children piled into the Great Hall for dinner. When Slytherin house walked in in a neat little line towards their table he got up and marched over. Not saying a word he grabbed old of his grandson's ear just before the boy sat and dragged him out of the hall, leaving many a dumbfounded Slytherin behind.

"Gramps!" Jake wailed once they were out of the Great Hall, his face burning red in embarrassment.

Lao let go of the boy's ear and glared at him "I told you to meet me at the Quidditch Pitch! You deliberately disobeyed me!"

"So you had to humiliate me in front of the entire school!?"

"It is important for people to see that even a Dragon Guardian of Magical Life is held accountable for his. Now follow me to my quarters!"

Jake sighed but obeyed, constantly looking behind his shoulder as his hoping someone would come along to save him. If he was counting on Snape he'd br disappointed as the man hadn't shown up for tonight's meal.

Once they were in Gramps private quarters the old man glared "Explain"

Jake helplessly shrugged well staring at his feet.

"I deserve an explanation for the blatant disrespect you showed me today!"

"I didn't! I was doing what my head of house told me to do. I got in trouble and could hardly skip out!"

"You're Dragon training takes priority!"

"Pops doesn't think so" Jake mumbled

"Your father doesn't understand our ways. He doesn't understand how important your duties are"

"My duties..." Jake grumbled

"Yes, your duties, your responsibilities. I understand you want to do your own thing but Dragon training is important to your very survival"

"Maybe I want to do more then Survive!" Jake snapped "Jeez Gramps I'm not trying to run away from my responsibilities but shouldn't I get to choose how I handle them? I LOVE magic. Can't I have just that one thing? Just one thing for myself?"

"No you cannot!" Gramps roared the first thing into his head as he often did, and instantly regretted it. He should have paid attention to Jake's tone. It wasn't that of a whining child but an actual question, true it had been begging and even pleading but that was a result of true desperation not the demanding wants of a child. Looking into Jake's eyes he could see that and he couldn't force himself to look at them any longer "Fu's in his lab, go see if he needs your help"

Jake nodded leaving the living room and going into a smaller room in the back. Even though they were no longer focused on him Lao still saw them. Jake's eyes had turned hallow, void of hope as his world was crashed apart with an ill thought phrase. He lost all hope of a normal life... and Lao was the one to take it. The saddest fact was it was true. Jake would never have a normal life. He would not be allowed to act with a single selfish thought. Not one thing could be done purely because he enjoyed it... Lao just wished he didn't have to be the one to install that lesson into his grandson. Maybe the Council was right. Maybe he was too soft to train him.


	8. Chapter 8

A/N: Just a short chapter this time, hope you enjoy.

Chapter 8

Fu studied the boy at the cauldron, where he had been depressed a few moments ago the child now seemed in his element. It was the reason Fu immediately put him to work on a potion, it always helped calm him down. The boy had the mentality of a Potion Master. The world around him seemed to fade away as he worked. Fu had no doubt the boy would make an excellent Potions Master some day, he'd been studying it long enough to already qualify as an official Apprentice. The boy could probably test out of his class but seeing as he enjoyed it so much that would probably do more harm then good.

"Have you noticed any differences in your potions class from back home and here?" Fu asked hoping potioneering questions would help the child focus on something other then what was bothering him. Fu liked the boy to distance himself from his problem so he could see them more clearly when they talked about it.

"Not really" Jake admitted

"Why do you think that is?" Fu watched the boy as he stirred the mixture.

"Because potions are universal" Jake answered "It's just chemistry really"

"Not quite" Fu put in then waited for the boy to explain why it wasn't chemistry.

"Well it is" Jake chose to be adamant instead "Your just adding in the reaction of the energy frequencies inside the ingredients along with the classic chemical reactions. Each ingredient has it's own unique magical signature, left over energy from when it was still alive. That's also why fresher ingredients are best to use because the signature is more potent. It's true Potions are the next stage of chemistry but it's still has deep roots in chemistry because the chemical reactions of the formula are just as important as the reactions of the energies"

"Spoken like a true potions master" Fu said proudly "But does that explain why the laws of potions are universal"

"With so many reactions taking place on so many levels it is exacting work. You have to do it precisely the right way down to the stirring and sometimes even lighting so there isn't really room to make improvements unless you really understand how it all works together" Jake shrugged "Most people don't and that's not really a flaw it just requires a lot of knowledge and a lot of trial and error to improve even a single potion. Those improvements can't usually be applied to another potion because the reaction taking place in each and every potion are different. Lots of Potion experts spend their whole lives only making improvements to a single potion where your average Master makes them yearly because he truly understands how each individual ingredient will react with all the others and what Stirring methods and lighting is needed to alter the reactions"

"Why should those effect it?"

"With the Stirring your controlling the distribution of the energy not just mixing it together. With the lighting there is energy in light so makes sense that would effect a potion. The light of a full moon can be helpful or detrimental to a potion for example"

Fu continued to smile

Jake eyed him a second before answering "The classes here are... kind of weird. Herbology doesn't care to teach about the magical signature in planets. Potions teaches that but the problem is your supposed to be learning how the signatures react to each other so having to mesmerize what the signature is as well as how it reacts when introduced to other types gives a lot of the students a bit of a headache and they can't retain the knowledge when presented all at once like that. They seriously get no help from Herbology with it. I mean in Hocus the Herbology and Potions instructors were practically dating their lesson plans were so tight net.

"Heck in America they devout years to just studying those signatures before even starting spell work level potions and Herbology. I just learned they don't do that here. Kids are just barely learning things I've known for years. I don't even know if they're on course for spell work because they practice different spells then mine. Did you know they can't even orb an object to them! I thought I sucked at such a simple spell but they don't even know what it is!"

Fu smiled hearing Jake was starting to ramble.

"You know they don't even teach kindergarten level science in this school? Seriously I was talking to some of my housemates and they don't even know what atoms are! How can they even practice magic? I was always taught science was an essential subject to all spell casting but the British wizards probably can't even 'SPELL' the word 'Science'," Jake smirked at his horrible pun "I kind want to see how this affects them in a duel. Maybe I'll get a chance Saturday"

"Saturday?" Fu blinked

"I just found out Snape gives his house special lessons in defense. We even have a Dueling Tournament against Ravenclaw, although I haven't found out when that is yet. I can't wait"

Fu frowned and let out a sigh "Sorry kid but you're Gramps has some special training of his own on Saturday. You'll probably miss out on fun with your friends"

Jake sighed but didn't falter in his stirring "Well if he thinks it so important he should have told me about it. Now I have plans so it can wait"

Fu blinked "Okay kid what's eaten you"

"Gramps said I'm not aloud to have one fucking thing for myself" Jake glared still not messing up his stirring despite how angry he was

"Come on kid you don't want to start getting in the habit of using language like that. I'm sure the old man didn't mean it like it sounded"

"Of course he did. He's supposed to be telling me I can do and be anything I want not taking all my dreams and crushing them to pieces"

"You can do what you want"

"I want to be a wizard!"

"... oh, The old man doesn't know much magic. That means he'd have to rely on other people's help to train you"

"This is a school filled with people to train me! Gramps is supposed to be working with them anyway"

"Your Gramps has a lot of trust issues when I comes to your safety"

"I don't want to be safe! It doesn't matter. I have been training with magic my whole life. I already am a wizard and Gramps just has to learn to deal with it" The boy stopped stirring and moved the cauldron off the burner "One batch of Skel-o-grow all finished... how much money do you think people would pay for potions made by the American Dragon?"

Fu smiled "Thinking about becoming an official potions master?"

"It be cool"

"Well sorry kid these are for the hospital wing. Dumbledore is paying me a decent wage per batch"

"Well since your using the opportunity to train me maybe we should spilt it"

"Sure kid, that will happen"

"Come on Fu we're going into town this weekend and I need spending cash"

"Does the old man know about this"

"Fu!"

"Alright alright I'll give you half for any potion you help me with"

"Thanks"

"Get started on the next batch well I check on the old man"

###

Lao sat on his chair feeling the weight on his shoulders. He was old, even though he still had hundreds of years left to live he was old. A lifetime of fighting will do that to you. His muscles acked and bones that had been broken and mended centuries ago were hurting again.

"How is he?" Lao asked seeing Fu come out of the room

"He's good, a bit angry but good"

"Good" Lao sighed in relief

"Its good that he's angry?"

"I thought I broke him"

"The boy's far too much like you to let words crush him. I'd watch his temper though"

Lao smirked. There was a knock at the door, well more like a pounding. Lao growled in irritation before getting up and walking over.

Snape stood at the door with a scowl on his face "May I ask what you were thinking? You don't just STEAL one of my students when they are about to sit down to eat"

"Fine I'll wait until after he's finished now kindly leave" Lao tried to slam the door in his face but Snape struggled to keep it open, a little shocked someone so small could be so strong.

"I'll be taking back my student"

"You have no such right! I'm his grandfather!"

"I'm at hearing to the wishes of his ACTUAL father. You need a signed note from the boy's parents or a legitimate reason to take a child from their obligations at school"

"I already told you my reasons"

"If your referring to 'Dragon Training' I already informed you that was not an acceptable reason" Snape forced open the door and barged inside "Mr. Long!" he called "Get out here, we're leaving"

Lao growled bursting into flames as he transformed. He was a long blue skinny serpent with relatively short arms and legs. He was easily the size of a full grown Basilisk, easily 30 feet in length. His bolding white hair was still present along with his traditional long Chinese mustache.

Seeing the transformation Snape immediately pulled out his wand and began firing curses at the fully grown Draconic Sorcerer. With ease the dragon bent and twisted in the air, dodging all the spells. His impressive speed and flexibility making it bear impossible to hit him despite his size. A clawed hand grabbed the man's wand hand crushing it with pure brute force well his other grabbed hold of the man's neck. With impossible grace Lao twisted and hurled the man out of his quarters, quickly slamming the door with his tail.

"Snape!" Jake scream caught the old dragon's attention. Lao turned to see the boy staring on in shock at the scene, he must have come out when Snape called for him.

"Get back to your potions" Lao tried but Jake ran right past him and out the door. He helped his favorite instructor to his feet and they began walking up towards the dungeons without sparing Lao a glance. Lao wasn't going to make a fool of himself by calling after a boy who clearly was in no mood to listen.

"I think you're going about this wrong?"

Lao, still in his Dragon form, raised an eyebrow

"The kid has a point. He's already a wizard. However much you dislike 'spell slingers' he is one of them. He was already trained to think differently then a straight up warrior and regardless what you do that will always be a part of him. You're not going to get him to stop casting spells in a fight. That would be putting a handicap on him"

"So you think I should just leave it to these wizards then?"

"I think you should work with them. Why not make a compromise with Jake? Train him as a battle mage. He's already got the mindset of incorporating physical attacks with spells"

"Too many things are resistant to magic"

"There are spells to get around that. Have him learn those"

"Most of that is dark magic!"

Fu shrugged "I don't like it either but it will help"

Lao sighed. Truth was their were few people he listened to but Fu was one of them. His familiar had been by his side too long not to be.

"Came on old man stop showing your age. Dark magic stopped being considered 'evil' a century ago"

Lao sighed again looking to where Jake and Snape had once been. Understanding that Fu was deliberately avoiding talking about it "I'll contact the Bureau of Paranormal Research and Defense in the morning. I'm sure they'd be able to send a Master Battle Mage over to help train the American Dragon"

"Good on ya, and who says you can't teach an old dog new tricks"

###

Snape felt humiliated... and a tinny bit terrified. He realized the small old man had been the Dragon Guardian for hundreds of years but it never occurred to him that the Draconic Sorcerer would be on pair with Dumbledore in power, maybe even being more powerful then the old sage. He admitted he felt content with the delusion that wizards were the most powerful things on the planet but there were times when he acknowledged that it was just a delusion. His delusion was kept in place mostly by his ignorance. He didn't know much about magical creatures beyond common knowledge but the one constant reminder was something most people look down on. House Elves were extremely powerful and easily a match for any wizard. Even Dumbledore couldn't compete with elf magic. Unfortunately since house elves were very innocent naive things people forgot that they bound themselves to a wizard through their own magic. The only power a wizard had over them was the power the elf gave them which the elf could easily severed at any time. They chose to serve, they liked it, but when tested house elves were some of the most powerful sentient creatures on the planet. Now it seemed a Draconic Sorcerer, when properly trained, could rival them.

Snape was no master but he did qualify as an Expert duelest. Even went to France to get the proper certificate as Britain still refused to give him a 'Lord' since he was a half blood not claimed by a notable family. The Prince line had disowned his mother after she married a muggle so he was left with the worthless name of his drunken father. If they hadn't have disowned her Snape would have been named Severus Prince as dictated by wizarding tradition. Of course seeing as his father hated magic it was unlikely he'd at hear to wizarding tradition.

"Mr. Snape?"

"'Professor' child it is considered rude to not use our proper titles. We worked hard to earn it" usually

"Shouldn't I call you 'Master' then" The younger Draconic Sorcerer blinked at him. They were sitting in Snape's lab as the man fixed his hand. He was only an expert in healing, so not as good as Poppy who was a Master in the art, but he was admittedly stubborn. He preferred to treat his wounds himself. Mind you he had no intention of being trapped in the hospital wing by the med witch for a simple wound that could be cured with a potion. It would take an hour for the bones to fully mend but they were only fractured with a few dislocated fingers, nothing broken so really no need to bother Poppy.

"I believe my title of 'Professor' is more meaningful then a certificate"

Mr. Long nodded

"I don't imagine your instructors will be too demanding in their expectations that you get their title right as you are an American and unfamiliar with our customs"

"Yeah, in America I just had to call everyone Mister or Miss. Only college teachers are Professors"

Snape nodded looking over his hand "If it helps remember that most of the teachers here are master's in their field"

"Yes sir... Sir?... I'm sorry... about Gramps"

"You have nothing to be sorry about. You cannot control his actions so you must not blame yourself for his tantrums"

Jake nodded well not looking totally convinced

"Go get to work on your assignments, they are beginning to pile up"

"Yes sir" Jake obeyed. He decided not to tell his housemates about what happened between Snape and Gramps.

"Hey Corpse Humper!" Jake's eyes shot open seeing the red headed Gryffindor twins sitting at a table with the Slytherins from his summoning class. "Sit over here" they grinned cheerfully

"Oh uh I was going to-" Jake tried looking over at his friends

Zack smiled "You can work with them next study session, we're having a study group for summoning. You already missed half of it"

"Right" Jake blushed noticing they all had their books and notes "Just let me get my stuff"

"Sorry I couldn't find Snape faster for you" Zack blushed when Jake got back and took his seat at their table "I kind of forgot my badge works as a two way mirror. I'm still really new to this prefect thing. I ended up ranning all around the school before finding Snape in his private potions lab. I even forgot I could have asked the Portraits where Snape was and only remembered after Snape asked them where YOU were"

"How'd you know you needed to get Snape?" Jake blinked

"Everyone saw you get dragged away" Zack shrugged his blush getting deeper "I told the other Prefects I'd get Snape and they assumed I would call him with my badge. Instead I wasted over an hour looking for him in the castle"

"Don't be so hard on yourself Zack" Cloud sighed "You've only been a prefect for a few days. You'll get the hang of it"

"It's not like Gramps would hurt me or anything" Jake assure "Nothing happened except I got to brew a potion and convinced Fu to give me a percentage of the money the Headmaster is paying him for it"

One of the twins grinned "Just like-"

"A Slytherin" The other finished, the way they talked could make anyone dizzy.

"Think Fu-"

"Will make the-"

"Same deal-"

"with us?"

"Well... I think he's only doing it because I'm his apprentice and the money will help me out during our Hogsmeade trip. All the potions he has me make for him are going to the headmaster so I should get a cut"

"Makes sense" Zack shrugged

"Zackie!" Flint glared "You're supposed to be making sure everyone studies, not help them gossip"

Zack flinched "Won't happen again" he promised "Come on everyone, what's the exact incantation to make sure a portal is closed"

Jake spent the next hour studying and writing his short essay on the dangers of dimensional rifts. After he was finished the study sessions was over. It last three hours every day with a break in between for lunch. Figuring he should use the chance to get work done he spent his free time catching up on his homework. He wanted to prove to Gramps that magic was worth it. The stuff he learned at this school was just as valuable as anything Gramps had to offer... true Gramps took out Mister, errr 'Professor', Snape pretty easily but as far as Jake knew Snape was just a teacher. It was completely uncalled for not to mention unfair to expect a teacher to be able to defend himself from a dragon. Snape probably never had to fight a day in his life... maybe that was Gramps point. How could Jake expect to be trained as a warrior from people who knew nothing about it. Still this was just the basics of magic. Once he went to college he'd be learning all kinds of dangerous spells and Defense against The Dark Arts teachers were supposed to be highly skilled Masters of magic... Lupin didn't really look old enough to be a Master but...

"Mister Long" Snape looked down with an approving smile to see one of his snakes diligently working "Please find a place to pause the essay your working on. It's bedtime for third years"

"Can't I stay up a little longer?" Jake saw Snape lose his smiling "I'm nearly finished, then I'll go to bed"

"You've work quite hard as it is and keep in mind most of your assignments aren't due till next week"

"Yeah but I might not get to keep working on them if Gramps has his way"

"Leave your Grandfather to me" Jake's eyes widened, amazed Snape would still be willing to confront the man after getting his ass kicked so soundly "I wrote up a new sequel. On Tuesday and Thursdays you will work with your Grandfather right after school until lunch and all day Sunday you will have special training sessions with Professor Flitwick, Your Grandfather, Myself, Hagrid, and Professor McGonagall all if which your Grandfather is expected to participate in"

Jake smirked "So basically I get extra classes on Sunday"

"These 'classes' are important"

"I know sir. It's just the chance I need to show Gramps magic is worth learning"

Now Snape smirked "It's good too see you are so enthusiastic about extra school work. Keep in mind these 'classes' will not be easy and will work on pushing your limits. They will leave you just as exhausted as you were after Charms today but you will have an hour break between each session. NO restorative potions, they can stunt your progress and even damage your magic at this stake of your development"

"Yes sir"

"I will however have potions available to help with soreness. I will be informing your Grandfather all of this will be incorporated next week but until then all your training is to be put on hold in order to give you the chance to settle in. If your Grandfather tries to take you away again tell him no. Am I understood?"

Jake gulped imaging Gramps face "Yes sir"

"Good now off to bed"


	9. Chapter 9

A/N: Wow this one was really easy to write but it's about as short as the last one. Expect this to be the new average word length but I'm going to try to update weekly every Friday from now on. That may be way too ambitious for me so it might get pushed back to every other week or once a month but for now it's every Friday. I'll be able to do this as I will write chapters in the three thousand word range so their much shorter and I will put aside my other fics, that haven't been posted yet but I got a lot in the making, and focus on this story.

Also Gramps is not about to do a 180 in his personality. He is still going to be very hard in his training and will want Jake's teachers to push him hard as well, harder then most of them are comfortable with. The difference is, for Jake's sake, he is willing to listen to the teachers' opinions because they know more about spell casting then he does. He's kind of subdued for the moment because of what happened with Jake but that won't last long after Jake forgives him.

**Chapter Nine**

Once all the younger children were in bed and the older ones were goofing off Snape left to inform the Dragon of what was going to happen. Just because the Dragon scared him doesn't mean he was willing to let the creature know it.

He made his way quickly to the room and knocked on the door. The Dragon's dog familiar opened it.

"You sure you should be walking around?" The dog asked with concern.

"I'm fine" Snape dismissed handing the familiar a piece of parchment "This is the schedule for The 'Dragon Training' so it doesn't interfere with the boy's school work"

Fu frowned studying it "The old man's not going to like not working with the kid every day"

"Explain that it is better for his magical development if he doesn't rigorously strain it to much, it is the same reason we don't do Magical Stamina building daily. His magical core is very delicate at this age. In fifth year you can start working with him daily but ONLY a couple hours a day so he can recuperate and still fully devout himself to his studies"

The familiar nodded "I'll talk to the Old Man but you might want to add a space on these Sunday sessions for another person. Lao is calling the magical branch of the FBI to send a Battle Mage up here to help train the kid"

"Battle Mage?"

"That style of magic is already heavily focused on combining physical attacks with magical ones and would be a good compromise so the kid can do what he wants to do and still be prepared for his duties as the American Dragon"

"What brought this on?"

"Just some things the kid said before you got here, that and the kid running off with you well completely ignoring his grandfather shocked the old man into rethinking his strategy"

Snape nodded then strolled right past it, the situation seem to have resolved itself so no sense throwing a wrench into it. Still "Normally most Battle Mages aren't taught how to incorporate physical blows with magic until after they are a fully trained wizard"

"Normally yes but that's only cause most wizards look down on punching people. It simply isn't accepted enough to offer in schools beyond a club. It's actually better to learn together at a young age and Jake's already been studying both martial arts and magic. All we need to do is polish his skills well teaching him how to combine them... maybe teach him to use a weapon and since he's taking summoning he won't have to worry about losing it during his Dragon transformation. Their a possibility that whatever he's holding or wearing will be temporarily absorbed into him well in that form. If he concentrates enough it won't be or if he does an incomplete transformation but to consciously do it would require a level of concentration the kid's just not ready for"

Snape nodded, must be the reason the old dragon was so adamant against the boy using a wand. He didn't really seem to care about it being better for the child's magical education to stick with only one style of magic "Just put the Battle Mage at the end of the day as I imagine that will be the most straining work magically and physically... you will also need to inform Master Shi that all training for this week has been cancelled. It is important to the boy's mental health that he familiarize himself with the school before jumping into training"

"The old man really isn't going to like that" Fu sighed "I'll talk with him"

"Good, have a pleasant evening" Snape swiped his robes and walked down the corridor.

###

Jake stretched out his muscles before dispelling the little sound proof bubble he placed on himself last night. Instead of using the charm against the cousins again, as he didn't want to make them think he was declaring a pranking war, he put the silencing charm on his curtains instead so he couldn't hear what was going on outside of them. He really should have thought of that earlier then everyone he went through yesterday would have been avoided.

Draco was yawning nearby getting out of bed with only a single hair out of place, which he quickly fixed.

"Did you manage to catch up?" Draco ask grabbing his stuff for the showers.

"Almost" Jake groaned grabbing his own stuff "I still have the last bit of my paper on Animagus and I need to start the essay for the house rules but other then that I just got my lines and punishment essay"

"Well it's only the first week back so not too much homework" Draco nodded walking to the door at the end of the room with Jake following. They stripped off their clothes and got into the shower. It was nice having a bathroom connected to the dorm but then that might be so no one had an excuse to leave the dorms at night. Still it be nice if they had some kind of wall separating the showers. As it was it was much like the showers in a gym with everyone being able to see everything. Magic schools in America didn't have PE as casting spells put a lot of strain on the body and eat up a lot of calories. Practicing Magic kept the body fit and healthy so with that no PE was needed so no gyms were at the school. Jake's school had a few sport teams like baseball and that weird game with the exploding ball lots of American magicals liked but kids usually just spelled themselves clean after those and took a proper shower at home. They didn't even have communal showers in his old school. Needless to say this was all kinds of embarrassing. Still Draco didn't seem to be looking which was strange given Jake just learned that all British wizards were bisexual.

The others came in and washed their hair paying no really attention to each other. Still Jake hurried and left, his face flushed even though he's done this a few times now. He dried off and got on his uniform and the others did the same before heading down stairs to get in line for breakfast.

###

Learning Ancient runes was boring but it was one of the few magics Gramps approved of, Transfiguration was better as they went over how to change a teapot to a tortoise and back again, Potions was fun as always, and Defense was pretty much the same thing (the teacher pretty much calling them evil but in the nicest possible way).

"What is wrong with that man!?" Jake demanded taking his seat at the lunch table with all the other third year Slytherins "Next to Care of magical creatures Defense is the most important thing I need to learn and he's washing my time! Maybe I should just drop the class and go with something else"

"Can't drop it, its a mandatory course" Teddy informed

"Maybe I can get Dumbles to let me substitute it with a training session with Gramps. We have Saturday to learn Defense with Snape after all"

The others shrugged, if Dumbledore was really trying to get something out of Jake then he would let the boy do just that giving further evidence against himself. Snape didn't seem too worried when the hurd of third year Slytherins warned him yesterday. Snape just said he was already aware of the situation. They could turst Snape to protect them all from the headmaster, Jake was no different, but then Jake had vital connections so it might be hard for Snape to act without a pile of evidence. The young Slytherins really needed to start collecting it.

"Go for it" Greg encouraged "But be careful how much trust you put in the headmaster. He doesn't like Slytherins much"

Jake, unfortunately, looked skeptical. He ran right past that accusation and continued complaining about there professor "You'd think a werewolf would be more accepting but he's got no problem branding all Slytherins as evil"

"Werewolf? Dumbledore?" Pansy blinked

"No Lupin" Jake corrected

All the Slytherins stopped and screamed "Lupin is a werewolf!?"

"How could you possibly know that!?" Pansy demanded

"Well his eyes have a yellowish twang his nails are a little dark and a bit sharp like his teeth. It isn't really all that noticeable so he must be young by werewolf standards but it's all classic werewolf features, plus the way he smells. You know like a dog right out of a bath, clean but still has that wet dog smell"

"No bloody way" Draco growled "A werewolf living at Hogwarts. When my father hears about this he'll be thrown out on his arse"

"Why?" Jake blinked

"It's dangerous to have that thing here!"

"Only around the full moon and I'm sure he hangs out in the forest around that time. I know werewolves aren't allowed to control their curse here but he probably takes lots of other precautions otherwise they wouldn't let him near children" Jake explained

"I thought you just said you hate him" Draco glared

"I do but it's wrong to keep someone out because of their race"

"Well he is a right rotten teacher and this could be our only way to get rid of him"

"I don't care, that's a horrible reason to fire someone and in fact it's illegal in America"

Draco sighed. He needed to call father again and see if he thinks exposing children to a werewolf was worth the connections of the American Dragon. It sounded like Jake wouldn't forgive them if they got rid of the beast.

"Well it's only for one year anyway until the curse sets in" Teddy reminded

"Err Lycanthropy sets in the very next full moon"

"Not that" Blaise scuffed "The curse on the school. No defense teacher has ever lasted more then a year. The Dark Lord set up that curse himself after he was denied teaching here by Dumbledore. Idiot didn't realize he might of prevented a war if he just gave the psycho a chair at the teachers table. And yes the Dark Lord really is that petty"

"A curse? A real one? Well I'll just tell Gramps and he'll remove it by morning"

The Slytherins scoffed

"He's really good with curses" Jake assured but the Slytherins didn't look convinced. This was a curse set down by the Dark Lord himself after all. Jake looked over at the Teacher's table and saw a subdued Gramps eating soup. Jake hadn't spoken with him since the old dragon attacked Snape. Still this was important.

"I'll be right back" Jake informed his housemates well getting up. He walked up to the teachers table and quickly spat out "I just learned there's a curse on the Defense class"

Gramps blinked, not expecting that to be the first words out of his grandson's mouth. Lao looked at the teacher's for confirmation and their faces revealed they knew this to be true "I'll get started right on it" it must be a powerful curse if the wizards hadn't gotten rid of it already but then Lao had experience in dealing with powerful curses. Jake turned and was about to leave but Gramps got his attention "I have decided that if you are too stubborn to give up this Spell Slinging I will need to modify your training to accommodate it" Jake blinked staring at Gramps "You will need to be trained as a Battle Mage to fully prepare you for your duties"

"Seriously!?" Jake gaped

"I called the Bureau of Paranormal Research and Defense and they will be sending one of their elite Battle Mages to assist in your training immediately"

Jake ducked under the table and re-emerged in front of Gramps. He quickly wrapped his arms around the old man and started chanting "Thank you, Thank you, Thank you"

Snape scuffed "Honestly Mister Long, show some decorum"

"Sorry Mister, err 'Professor', Snape sir" Jake smiled sheepishly letting go of Gramps and ducking under the table again "Bye Gramps!" Jake cheered running back to his table to tell his friends.

"Only a Gryffindor would get so excited about being trained as a Battle Mage" Blaise scoffed after Jake retook his seat and told them the good news.

"No need to insult him" Teddy rolled his eyes as they all enjoyed their lunch

After lunch they ran down to Hagrid's were a Ophiotaurus was waiting for them today. A half bull half serpent who, if legends right, if you were to kill and burn the entrails you would have the power to kill a god. After they talked about the creature for a while Hagrid gave them homework to do by class next week. Just a short essay on their observations of Hybrid creatures.

Finally school was over.

"Hey Hermione!" Jake called running over to the girl in a sea of Gryffindors, not noticing Draco tried to stop him "Wazzup" Jake smiled at the girl. It was the first time Jake actually got to enjoy his free time so he was spending it in the courtyard around most of the other students.

"What the hell do you want?" A large boy glared

"Errr nothing" Jake shrugged a little taken back by the hostility in boy's voice "Hermione you want to play Dead Rising" talking about a game on his computer but for some reason the girl looked shocked and... disgusted

"Like she wants to help you in your morbid rituals" The boy sneered

"Seamus it's okay" Hermione assured "I guess that answers my question"

Jake blinked looking at all the Gryffindor's faces "What's going on?"

"Good day Jake" Hermione said blankly before leaving.

Jake tried to follow her but the other Gryffindors stopped him. Their hands itching for the wands but the large group of Slytherins making them hesitant.

"You'll stay away from Granger if you know what's good for you" Seamus glared

"What the hell is going on!?" Jake demanded "Hermione!?" he called but she was already back inside the castle.

"We won't let you corrupt her you Corpse Humping Slytherin slim" Seamus glared drawing his wand and instantly all the Slytherins drew their wands causing the other Gryffindors to get theirs.

"Corpse humping?" Jake blinked, was THAT was this was about? He didn't even know any necromancy! "She's just going to run off and not let me explain myself"

"Of course she is Long" Draco glared at the Gryffindors "Gryffindor brains are too small to give anyone the benefit of the doubt"

Seamus turned his wand at Draco and without warning fired a spell. Jake jumped in front of him and put up a shield well havoc broke loose all around. Slytherins and Gryffindors throwing a million curses through the air.

Jake just tried running around blocking the curses from getting to his friends. He twisted his body using both hands to create shields. Throwing the shield in front of the Slytherins to act as cover for a few seconds. Some of the other Slytherins were doing the same well others focused purely on attack, relying on the others to watch their backs. The Slytherins tried acting like one unit but they were still young and although trained by Snape to fight this way they weren't used to it outside of a classroom setting. Seeing the Slytherins keep to this way Jake stayed in his role as as part of the Defense, his shields were his best spells after all. He wasn't trained to work with these guys specify but his defense teacher in America stessed the point of the defensive role in group fights. Eventually he got the opportunity to begin orbing wands out of the older Gryffindors' hands but didn't bother bring them all the way to him, just letting them get a foot away before letting them go and doing the same to someone else well using his other hand to project shields. Another benefit of wandless spell casting was the ability to use two spells at once.

A loud voice suddenly echoed through the court yard "ENOUGH!" the students stopped to look over at Miss McGonagall "A hundred points from Slytherin and Gryffindor house"

"They Started it!" Jake insisted

"It takes two, or in this case thirty, to fight Mister Long. Everyone report to the hospital wing"

"They were ganging up on me and next thing I know they're throwing spells. The other Slytherins were just trying to protect me"

"Is this true" The Duty Headmistress actually glared at her Gryffindors,

"He's a bloody Corpse humper!" Seamus defended

"I will not have my house acting like a common gang, another fifty points from Gryffindor. At this rate it will be a miracle if we win the house cup. Now get yourselves to the hospital wing"

###

"I told you McGonagall was fair" Teddy barfed up another slug into his bucket.

Most of the Slytherins checked out with nothing wrong thanks to the defence but still a couple kids got hit on the Slytherin side. Nearly all the Gryffindors were bedridden from one hex or another.

Jake sighed, he had burn marks on his hands from all those spells he cast. They weren't bad or anything but the nurse wouldn't let him go. Still that wasn't the most pressing thing on Jake's mind "Why wouldn't she let me explain?" talking about Hermione and Teddy instantly got that.

"She's a Gryffindor, not really their style" Teddy shrugged

"I thought we were really getting along" Jake sighed

"You LIKE her!?"

"Not like that!" Jake blushed "but I thought she was at least willing to be my friend" Jake sighed "I really hate this country"

Teddy smirked

###

"340 points! We've lost 340 points in the first week!" Ron screamed inside the near empty common room "and it's all that stupid lizard's fault!"

"When was the last time the points were in the negative" Harry sighed "Even if we win the Quidditch cup there's no way we can recover from this week"

"At least Slytherin can't win either" Ron nodded "They lost a hundred points today"

"We still lost more" Harry pouted

"Too bad we weren't there" Ron huffed "I would have loved to give those slimy snakes what they deserve"

"The Hufflepuffs are saying we got our arse kicked"

"Only cause they cheated with their dark magic!" Ron assumed

"Looks like the Puffs might win this year, they haven't lost any points yet"

"Yeah but the Ravenclaws earn more points" said Hermione

"When did you get here!?" Ron yelped

"Honestly Ronald you'd think you'd notice one of your best friends sitting beside you" Hermione huffed. In fact she only got there a few seconds ago. She went to bed after talking with Jake and then used the time turner to go back in time to that afternoon. This way she got plenty of sleep and still was able to talk with her friends and help them with their homework. Because of this however there was currently a Hermione sleeping in her dorm, but the curtain was closed so no one knew if they went up there. That Hermione would get out of bed one in the morning which was usually the time Harry and Ron went to bed so she wouldn't be bored well she waited for her bed to become unoccupied again.

"You caused all hell to break loose Hermione" Harry momentarily pretended he hadn't noticed her materialized out of thin air. If she didn't want to tell them what was going on that was her business... but hopefully she'd tell them eventually "After you left the Slytherins and the Gryffindors got in a huge war right in the middle of the court yard. Most of us are in the hospital wing" he looked around the empty common room. It was way too quiet.

Hermione's eyes widened

"Is it true what Seam said?" Ron asked "Did the lizard ask you to practice necromancy with him!?"

Hermione sighed "He actually asked me to 'PLAY dead rising' with him"

"That's sick!" Ron blurted well Harry blinked "He summons people as a game"

"Isn't 'Dead Rising' a videogame?" Harry looked confused

"What?" Hermione blinked "I mean I know it is but... Videogames don't work on-"

"His magical enchanted laptop that 'works anywhere'?" Harry smirked

Hermione blushed "You think he was asking me to play a VIDEOGAME!?"

Harry started laughing well Hermione started on in horror. Jake asking if she wanted to play a game on his laptop made a lot more sense then inviting her to a cemetery to raise the dead. Who would randomly ask that? She just got so caught up in this necromancy rumor that she didn't think.

"You started a war because a boy asked you to play a videogame with him" Harry kept laughing

"Well he's got no business inviting Hermione anywhere!" Ron was adamant "Besides only someone dark would play a game called that, muggle toy or not"

"Where is he now?" Hermione asked Harry

"In the hospital wing" Harry smiled and when Hermione got up the boys followed, Ron complaining all the way.

###

Jake examined his hands as he left the Hospital wing. They were all better now but he really needed to ease up on how much power he put into his spells so he wouldn't hurt himself. He was supposed to be learning that in defense this year but didn't look like that was going to happen.

"Jake!" Jake blinked turning around to see who called him. When he saw who it was he was half tempted to keep walking but then again maybe she came to apologize. She was with Harry and Ron leaving Jake feeling vastly outnumbered "Hi Jack I-I just need to know" Hermione tried "What did you ask me to do this afternoon?"

"Play Dead Rising" Jake blinked, did she think she could just borrow his laptop after dissing him like that?

"Yes but what IS that?" She asked

Jake blinked "A videogame" seeing how relieved her face got it clicked "You thought I was asking you to practice necromancy"

"Jake I'm so sorry I-"

Jake held up his hand "You're not going to like what I'm going to say but please wait until I'm finished to tell me how vile I am" she nodded "I'm not a necromancer, I don't know a single spell of it... but I want to" her face was horrified

"I told you he was nothing but a no good-" Ron started but Hermione commanded him to "Shut up Ronald" she forced a passive look on her face before asking Jake to "Go on"

"In America Necromancy is legal. It's used to help lost spirits rest and to protect people from vengeful undead. Outside of a movie I have never heard of necromancers stealing body parts out of a grave yard and building themselves a slave. Actual Necromancers are far more concerned with HELPING the dead find peace which no one in Britain seems to care about. I want to help those people"

Hermione seemed hesitant "Did you really say summoning a person's soul was no different then anything else?"

"You don't have to be human to be a person" Was Jake's answer

Hermione nodded thinking she understood the comment now "I'm sorry" she finally said "for jumping to conclusions... Do... do you want to play that game now"

"Actually I got to get back to the common room, some other time?" Jake hoped

"Sure"

"Bye Hermione, bye Hermione's friends" Harry smiled at that for some reason as Jake left.

Jake didn't know Harry wasn't used to just being known as 'Hermione's Friend'. Jake didn't know Harry was famous, and Jake didn't care. To Jake Harry was 'Just Harry', what he always wanted to be, but maybe being clumped in as one of Hermione's friends... it be nice if Jake thought of Harry as his own friend and not just Hermione's. Still it was a good feeling being just another kid... Ron didn't seem to agree.

"Who does that Corpse Humper think he is calling us 'Hermione's friends'," Ron growled

"Well are you my friends or aren't you?" Hermione glared

"Yeah but-"

"Then leave it Ronald"


	10. Chapter 10

Jake opened up the wall too the Slytherin common room and gulped when he heard the sound of sniffles and straight up crying. He blushed at the sight that greeted him. Nearly all of the Slytherins in the room were rubbing their bottoms with tears leaking out of their eyes. Draco was leaning over a table with his robe neatly folded beside him and his pants around his ankles. His pale bare hide on full display with two twin deep red marks on it, undoubtedly from the cane Snape was wielding.

Snape was right behind Draco, tabbing his thin cane against the boy's hide before drowning it back and giving one last strike before letting Draco pull up his pants and stand up.

"Draco" Snape scolded "you know full well you are not to antagonize the Gryffindor's. A true Slytherin does not raise his wand against another unless absolutely necessary" he spot Jake and asked "Are the others returning?"

"Errr no sir the nurse wanted to keep them over night" Jake answered

Snape nodded "She's not a nurse, if you want to use the proper muggle term she's a doctor but it would be better if he called her 'Madam' as she worked hard to become a master at healing" after Jake nodded that he understood Snape said "Now Mister Long come here, Draco stand by the others"

"Yes sir" Draco sniffed rubbing his hide, he only got three strokes but he looked like he was in agony. Jake gulped hesitantly walking up to Snape. He wanted to beg Snape not to do it, tell him he'd never been caned before so he'll go easy on him, but he refused. Jake was determined to take this like a man with dignity and grace.

Snape looked sorrowfully at Jake "I assume you know what this is about"

Jake nodded trying not to shake "I caused world war three" he groaned

"Indeed... I am proud of you" Jake blinked at Snape's words but the man explained "Don't misunderstand, I'm also disappointed. That fight was completely avoidable and I DO understand how not all fights are. There will be many times you have to stand up for something or someone, particularly you given your title, but it is all the more important for you to learn not every situation is solved with a brawl. In many cases it will just make matters worse. I am not saying you should have walked away, that would not have solved anything either, but you could have been diplomatic about it. That is an extremely important skill for you and your housemates to learn. You could have used your words and your charm to dissolve the situation but instead you and your fellow Slytherins acted as a common gang. That is why I'm disappointed but I am proud that you also acted as a family, looking out for your housemates and protecting them. I'm told you yourself easily got into the rhythm, focusing more on strengthening the strategy of the house whether then acting like a Gryffindor and doing a free for all. Gryffindors are better at one on one duels or multiple people ganging up on one person but Slytherins are a unit. We act together for the good of the whole not personal glory. I am proud you behaved like a Slytherin where it matters. You might not understand the words yet but I think you understand the spirit of Rule One"

Jake blinked. That was... a long speak but... rule one suddenly made a lot more sense, probably why Snape took the time to say all that.

"However" Snape got his attention again after letting the boy think for a bit "It is extremely important that you know the difference between protecting your house and endangering it. It may seem oblivious now but Pride clouds judgment. You need to recognize a dangerous situation to avoid an outcome like this"

Jake bit his lip "I shouldn't have talked with Hermione when she was surrounded by half her Slytherin hating house"

"You could have signaled her. A wave or a shout to get her away from her housemates. You could have gotten her to come to you, instead you ran straight into a danger situation and made a joke about necromancy" Joke about... "It may have been your way of trying to dismiss the rumors but Gryffindors are very literal creatures. We'll practice better decorum later right now I need you to accept the consequences of your actions. Take off your robe and bare your bottom"

Jake's face exploded in crimson blush. Forgetting all about how his entire house misunderstood what he said, Jake obeyed the order in a numb ironically zombie like fashion. He removed his robe and tossed it on the table before pulling down his pants at an awkward angel. He pulled the back down just enough to reveal his rear but the front was still covering... well his front. Then he bent over and put his hands on the table.

He felt the cane touch his hide and tensed

"Ready Mister Long?" Snape asked

"Yes sir" Jake gulped feeling the cold air on his bare bottom.

The cane slowly left before slamming back down hard. Jake nearly toppled over from the pain but stayed where he was. He couldn't stop himself from letting out a scream though. The other Slytherins didn't seem to be judging him for it. The cane left again and come right back down but just a little lower this time. Finally the third stoke came and Jake felt hot teard escape his eyes but all the other Slytherins had cried to so he tried not to focus on that. Snape immediately let Jake fix his clothes and stand up before sending him and all the other Slytherins to sit at the tables as they were behind schedule. The study session really needed to begin.

Well they got their books Snape made one final announcement "All Slytherins involved with the fight will be surving a detention on Saturday at Eight O'Clock so you will still have the chance to go to Hogsmeade earlier in the day. Now everyone, hit the books"

"Yes sir"

###

Lucius groaned rubbing his head, Draco flooed again but this time after work. He'd usually be happy to hear his son's voice but the only time Draco flood him was to complain. At least it seemed the boy patched things up with the half breed but now. Draco was sitting in Severus' private quarters, not wanting the Draconic Sorcerer to hear what he had to say about their professor Lupin "I know"

"You know!?"

"Remus Lupin is registered with the ministry. His curse is the only legal reason child services has too keep him from taking the Potter whelp. Before he got a job at Hogwarts he was very nearly here every day fighting to take custody of Potter. He's been annoying us for 12 years to even get visiting privileges. The bastard was Harassing the entire ministry, not just child services, to find out where Potter was and he refused to believe we didn't know. Merlin forbid Dumbledore would keep the two apart. Honestly the man should have been a Hufflepuff with how blindly loyal he is" Lucius sighed. He also knew of Lupin because of Severus. The man once told him how Black tried to feed him to the werewolf and got off without so much as a detention "Werewolves are disgusting diseased things but the young dragon is right. They are only a danger around the full moon, as long as they don't surrender themselves to their curse and learn to transform at will but any werewolf that does is quickly put down by the ministry. Just stay in your dorm on nights of the full moon to be safe. You should be in your bed every night but Severus told me how you like to wander off"

"Dad! That was first year! First year and I got caught before I left the common room! Could you PLEASE stop bringing that up" It been so stupid to challenge Potter to a duel at night, they should have just gone into one of the empty classrooms. Not like first years know any spells that could have actually hurt, just tickle charms and splash charms like Draco used to do when he dueled his friends. Dueling was fun, harmless, and a good way to blow off steam as a kid. Draco was pretty much just asking Potter to do just that so that they could buried the hatchet and maybe even have been friends afterwards... but Snape caught him and Potter must have thought he chickened out and lost respect for him instead of gaining any. He didn't tell Snape that he was going to duel Potter and the boy was waiting for him. That should have earned him some brownie points with Potter as he didn't rat on him for being out after Curfew. Of course later that year he did because he was mad Potter was still refusing to be his friend and things escalated from their. Draco was a Slytherin, sure he used his friends and set up relationships just to have connections but that didn't mean they weren't actually his friends or that he didn't care about them. He used them and they used him. Weren't friends supposed to help each other when they needed it? Slytherins were just more practical about it and didn't suger coat anything but their friendship were just as strong as Gryffindors' with just as much heart put in, maybe more because they heavily relied on each other for business deals. They helped each other bring honor to their houses. It was a beautiful relationship is what it was. Draco didn't really think of Long as a friend yet, they were still testing the waters to see if they not only could help each other but if their personalities meshed. Still father would be very disappointed if it turned out they couldn't get along. So far Jake was fun and loyal and as Snape said he acted like a Slytherin thinking of the good of the whole but he was also crude like a Gryffindor and overly trusting and naive. That didn't really mean they couldn't be friends as the cousins were a lot like that to.

"Severus put up extra wards to rebel werewolves around the Slytherin common room" Lucius assured ignoring his son's comment and unware of the rant going on in the boy's head, although he always assumed their was one as the boy was a lot like his mother.

Draco sighed in relief hearing he'd be safe from werewolves. Werewolves were one of the few things Uncle Sev was openly scared of so naturally Draco was terrified of them.

"I wouldn't have let you return to school if I wasn't sure it was safe" Lucius insisted "Now, report, how are classes going? Are you working hard?" are you having fun?

"Yes father" Draco smiled "Just a little freaked that one of our teachers is a monster"

"Two actually, Draconic Sorcerers may be classified as 'Beings' but they are still dangerous and ill tempered"

"Tell me about it" Draco snorted "Ron Weasley fell asleep in class and Professor Shi throw a fit. I thought he was going to turn into a dragon and eat him! One less Weasley in the world"

"Shame no such thing happened" Lucius rolled his eyes and listened to his son snark for another ten minutes before the boy decided he wanted to go play with his friends.

"Saw hi to mom for me" Draco grinned before cutting off the floo

Lucius sighed "I could have sworn I taught the boy better manners then that" didn't even get a proper goodbye, Vince really was a horrible influence.

###

The next day it was more Potions, Followed by Charm which was thankfully far less draining, another pointless sit through in Runes where they just continued to read over the book learning the laws and theories and wondering when they got to actually handle runes, then summoning which was just more work on opening and closing portals but this time they were working on their own well the teacher and his apprentice supervised the class. Friday was at last a completely ordinary day... for the most part.

A girl walked over to him in the courtyard, a girl with white hair and fair skin with a wand behind her ear and turnips as earings. She spotted Jake and got a look in her eyes. It was as if she wasn't really seeing him but seeing who he really was, eyes looking into his soul. It sent shivers down his spin. The Dragon in him found the look comforting but the human part was completely creeped out. It was an odd sensation.

She slowly walked over to Jake and lightly bowed in front of everyone before speaking in a language hidden in the trees "**Greetings son of dragon blood**"

Jake blushed recognizing the language but having no clue what it meant. Still he knew how he was expected to respond. He bowed back trying to remember the exact phrase Gramps taught him so not to offend "Greetings to you Daughter of Gaia" now the Slytherins were looking at him strangely, as usual the hurd of third years were together.

"Now that we have the formalities out of the way" She smiled serenely "I'm Luna"

"Jake" Jake answered blushing nervously, he never meet one before. He was still worried he might offend her.

"What the hell do you want Loony" Greg glared

Jake's brain exploded in shock "Don't fucking speak to her like that!"

All the Slytherins stared at Jake in shock, expect strangely Blaise who was starting at Luna in... fear?

"Don't worry about it" Luna smiled unaffected "Lots of people call me that"

"Well they shouldn't!" Jake insisted, rule one be damned.

"Daughter of Gaia?" Blaise stared "As in... you're a druid"

Teddy blinked "No bloody way" his expression changed to awe

"What's a druid?" Vince asked looking at Greg who shrugged. If anyone should have known it was them but they had very little knowledge of anything your average giant was taught. This was done intentionally as their family didn't like their giant heritage.

Blaise explained "They're wizards and witches chosen at birth by the spirit of the Earth. Their supposed to protect nature and the flow of magic. It's said they perceive the world differently then we do, seeing the spiritual shade of our world and not the physical plan"

"It's more like half and half" Luna smiled

Blaise still look scared senseless, making the other Slytherins nervous "W-why didn't you tell your housemates your a druid?"

"They never asked" She smiled

Teddy snorted "Not the type of thing that comes up in causal conversion"

"Still" Blaise tried "I'm sure they wouldn't pick on you if they knew"

"People pick on you!?" Jake exclaimed in outrage

"I don't mind" Luna shrugged really not caring.

"We have to stop this" Jake looked determined at the other Slytherins

"It would be best" Blaise agreed "If we didn't deliberately do something to piss off a creature as powerful as an elder god. Gaia can be..." well he tried to think of a word Luna informed

"Mother is love" she explained "But nothing is more terrifying then a mother bear protecting her cubs. Don't worry I asked her not to interfere, as I'm about to ask you"

"But-" Jake tried but she didn't let him say more then that.

"I'm strange" She admitted well keeping that serene smile "strange things scare people. They'll get over it as they get used to me"

Jake nodded reluctantly. After a moment of silence he asked "Want to play a game?"

"As long as it isn't 'Dead Rising'," She agreed and the Slytherins chuckled at that as Jake lead the way too the Slytherin Common room.

Once in the common room all the third year Slytherins gathered around Jake's laptop and took turns shooting aliens with the controllers.

Luna stood back waiting for it to be her turn again with an uneasy Blaise next to her.

"**Don't worry**" Luna smiled speaking in a language now Jake would understand but thankfully he was too far away and engrossed in his game. He was the only one who hadn't died yet so he didn't have to hand over the control to someone else. Blaise however did recognize it. His mother taught it to him. It was Sylvan, the language of woodland creatures "**I'm not about to 'out' you. I don't care much for gossip**"

Blaise looked around making sure no one was paying attention to them before muttering "**Thank you**" in the same language.

The wall to the common room opened and absent mindedly a few of the Slytherin looked towards it, then immediately froze with fear. Draco nudged Jake who looked over and groaned. Gramps had just walked in.

"Hello professor" Luna smiled

Gramps stared at her companion a moment before answering "Miss. Lovegood... Mr. Zabini" he already greeted Luna formally at the beginning of her first history class. It puzzled the hell out of all his other students to have them both randomly spout what must have seemed like gibberish. He didn't know Drudic beyond that phrase, as it was a sacred language known only to druids, but he answered her back in Sylvan to show her greater respect, hopefully Jake remembered to do the same when he met her. It was mostly a test to see how he'd do not telling Jake there was a druid at the school. The same reason he didn't say what Zabini or Lupin was, it was better for Jake to figure these things out on his own. Zabini would probably be the hardest which made it all the more important.

"Hi Gramps" Jake eyed hoping the man hadn't come here for Dragon Training. There was suddenly an explosion on screen and Jake's head snapped back worrying it was he who died but he sighed with relief well Greg moaned in despair.

"My turn" Vince grinned

"No way!" Greg glared "I was distracted"

"Perhaps" Gramps got the boys attention and Jake made sure to pause the game this time so nobody else died "you would be so kind as to let me take a turn"

Jake smiled, it been a while since Gramps played with him. That stopped right after his Dragon Powers kicked in. Jake looked at the Cousins hopefully and both sighed before handing the controller over to Gramps.

"You sure" Jake teased "You really suck at this game"

"It's just eye-hand coordination, we both know I'm an expert at that"

"Yeah that's ALL it is" Jake smirked unpausing the game.

Gramps got eaten by an alien within thirty seconds of respawning.

Jake laughed well the old man grumbled and refused to give up the controller "Gramps you're supposed to let someone else have a turn when you die"

"How about I hand it over when you die" Gramps eyed not really giving an option.

Jake looked at his housemates and shrugged helplessly. They understood, Snape would occasionally do things like this too when he wanted to spend time with Draco. Besides there were still too other controllers for the Slytherins, plus Luna, to take turns. They all died pretty quickly anyway so they all got turns even with the history professor and Jake hogging two of the controllers. When Snape walked in he pretended he didn't see Gramps or Luna and conveniently forgot about study time until after lunch, the kids did deserve a bit of a rest after this week.

The Slytherins decided not to tell on Jake for breaking rule one. Only Luna heard Jake yell at them after all and she didn't seem to care. They just enjoyed their day well looking forward to their Hogsmeade trip tomorrow.

###

**A/N: **

The idea with Blaise was planned from the start although I know it looks just thrown in. The reason he acts like such a bigot is he doesn't want people to catch on that he may not be an ordinary wizard. The question is "What is he?"

I know a lot of partial humans are in Slytherin house and they're the most racist house but no one has truly "pure" blood. Wizards are descended from muggles but in truth some got their powers not from natural evolution, although most did, but a magical creature mating with a human. There was a time before Merlin and wizarding law when humans commonly slept with sentient magical creatures but after thousands of years of breeding only with humans the blood is so diluted it might as well not be there. Only some genes are strong enough to survive like magic powers, a few traits like a giant's size (although that still degrades over time), and occasionally special abilities like with Dragons and Fairies. Sometimes special abilities from an ancient magical heritage can be unlocked thanks to rituals, a wizards natural power level, or a particular event happening at a certain moment.

Thanks for reading be sure to review as I require comments to live. I'll be sure to answer back


	11. Chapter 11

"Mister Long!" Came Snape's booming voice as he pulled back the curtain around the bed.

Jake shot up at the loud angry noise just before ice cold water splashed against his face "I'm up!" Jake swore. Why was everyone trying to drown him?

"Maybe next time you'll believe me" Snape glared

"Believe what!?"

"Do not pretend you did not hear me! I told you to get up three times" Snape scolded "The rest of your house is waiting downstairs, for YOU"

"Eh? B-but I didn't hear-" guess the silencing charm on the curtains wasn't such a good idea.

"Don't give me that Mister Long. I know it is early but if you want to go to Hogsmeade training will have to start early. Now get up" Snape snapped grabbing Jake's arm "No time for a shower" Snape waved his wand and Jake suddenly felt himself wrapped in invisible scrubbing brushes harshly scrapping all over him. He even felt them on his teeth and tongue and inside his- Jake blushed wiggling his butt and hoping Snape didn't notice he was getting an erection. He hated cleaning charms. They left you really clean but it was horribly embarrassing and invasive. They also let a good bit of static electricity behind from a combination of the magical residue and the friction. You had to take a shower anyway to get rid of the static "Strip" Snape ordered putting his wand away and going to Jake's dresser at the foot of the boy's bed. It was elevated on a table so you could slide your trunk under it but Jake didn't have a trunk so he just put his backpack under there. Pictures of his family where on top but facing the bed so that he could see them at night. The headboard of the bed was separated into three shelves were Jake left his comic book collections. They were magical books containing every book of a specific comic series ever written. It was a spell of infinite pages but they were just collections of comics written by normal people as Jake couldn't afford the ones with moving pictures, at least not a complete collection. He had to buy those comics separately.

Jake was trying to think of anything other then what Snape just asked him to do.

After getting the clothes Snape sighed seeing Jake was just standing there "If you are going to stand there waiting for me to dress you like a toddler I will be happy to oblige" he warned and Jake gulped. Nervously he took off his top and his pajama bottoms before looking at Snape pleadingly. The man sighed before kneeling down and putting the clothes on his extended knee "Don't say I didn't warn you" he hooked his fingers around Jake's boxers and pulled them down. Jake's face exploded into crimson "I'm not going to let you run around in yesterday's pants" he said as he lifted Jake's legs one at a time to get the boxers off. Jake had to put his hands on Snape's shoulders to steady himself. This was so embarrassing, beyond embarrassing, and the fact his dick was harder then it ever been in his life right there on full display in front of his favorite teacher was mortifying. Thankfully he didn't stay naked for long as Snape pulled up a new pair of boxers followed by pants. Jake had to raise up his arms so Snape could slide the undershirt on then forced the arms into the sleeves of the white dress shirt. Not wasting time he buttoned it with magic and quickly tucked it in his pants. Jake's heart was beating so fast and strangely a little part of him was hoping Snape's hand would accidentally touch- but thankfully it didn't. Next Snape pulled on the sweater vest with the Hogwarts crest on it before finally putting on the robe and tying his tie for him. But Snape didn't stop there. He waved his wand and forced the boy's hair down looking neatly combed. With how long Jake's hair was it went near his shoulders but because it was so thick and strong it always stood up on end.

"Where's your defense book?" Snape glared.

"I-in my backpack" Jake stammered

Instead of looking for it Snape just grabbed the Backpack and put it in Jake's arms "I trust you aren't going to dawdle again?"

"No sir!" Jake quickly shook his head. That had been absolutely mortifying! No way he'd want to experience that again!

"Good no get yourself downstairs" Snape turned him around and gave him a single hard smack to his rear to get the boy going.

Jake run out the door and down the hall towards the common. Most of the older students snickered seeing him. Even Draco cracked a smile.

"Snape really hates being late even if it's just to his own schedule" Draco explained

"Tell me about it" Jake groaned

"At least you aren't a first year" Teddy thought he found the Silver lining "They always put up a fuss so Snape actually DRESSES them. Like they were toddlers! Poor little firsties"

Great Snape was treating him like a first year. Jake was still blushing crimson. Snape immediately come down and told everyone to follow him.

###

"Everyone pair off with your year mates" Snape ordered as he entered the large room. It was nearly as big as the great hall "Seventh years split yourselves up and help out the younger students. Mister Long go with the first years"

Jake blushed "I'm caught up in defense sir" he promised

"The first years will not be working in defense right now but rather taking an exam to check how much they already know. I made up a special test for you to judge what a third year should know"

Jake nodded still blushing as he went off with the first years. The was actually a little smaller then most of them much to his disgrace. They sat at desk well a seventh year passed out the test. Here Jake was thinking this was going to be fun. He looked over at the third years and groaned seeing them practice their spell work. "Ah man"

"Eyes on your test kid" the seventh year ordered and Jake compiled. The text was pretty easy as he knew most of the answers. It was only elementary level math and reading skills. The science section was none existence, there really were no science questions. The multiple choice answers for magical theory were so overly simplistic that Jake actually refused to circle them and decided to write out the correct answer, including writing out scientific equations. Potions, Herbology, Defense, and anything about magical creatures was easy... then it got harder as he didn't know a lot of the answers in Transfiguration or Charms. When they put the test down and he was asked to do demonstrates in spell casting by the Seventh year he didn't know most of the spells the boy expected him to cast. They were all wand spells so he really didn't know. Luckily Snape came back with McGonagall, Flitwick, and even the headmaster and they watched him preform the wandless spells he knew. Afterwards they took his exam to grade. Then it was off to Hogsmeade!... in another three hours.

Jake was bouncing up and down as most of the other Slytherins recuperated. They needed to relax some ofter straining their magic so much. Jake and the first years were fine as all they did was take a test but most everyone else was out of it. The seventh years were alright too as they had a private training session on Sunday and Saturdays were just spent helping Snape with the younger students.

Jake finally got to look at himself in a mirror and blushed. The magic in his hair was making the green really stand out and it was so neat and proper he looked like a complete dork. He was completely combed back with no flare to it. He tried running his hand through it to at least make it a different style but the hair just fell back in place. Never in his life was he more happy his dad couldn't do magic because Jake knew if he could the man would force the boy's hair to stay like this forever.

"It will only last 24 hours" Draco informed as he walked in the third year bathroom and spotted Jake in front of the mirror messing with his hair "My parents used to charm my hair all the time when I was little but now the trust me to do it myself. At least I can pick the hair style I want now" he said absent mindedly as he went to a urinal to relieve himself. Jake still fumbled with his hair watching as he roughly throw it about only to it slowly fall back in that dorky style.

Draco went to the sink and washed his hands "Come on Long, let's play that alien game again. We have a little while before breakfast. By then everyone's magic should be replenished so we can enjoy our day at Hogsmeade. That game will really detract me from realizing how exhausted I am"

"Why don't you take a nap?" Jake asked still messing with his hair

"I'm not a two year old, come on"

Jake sighed "Okay" before leaving the mirror

###

Jake grinned widely walking down the hall with Draco and the others by his side. Their bellies were filled with breakfast and the other students had fully recovered from the strain of their training so maybe it had been a good idea to have it so early. Still Hogsmeade, a real live wizarding village. He knew of a few in America but he'd never been to any of them. The only places he'd been were the little magical neighborhoods hidden in New York. He couldn't wait to see what an entire town would look like when they didn't have to worry about being spotted by normal humans. He was so excited... until he saw Harry.

The boy looked so horrifically sad on such a great day.

"What's wrong?" Jake asked and Harry looked up before glaring at the other Slytherins.

Jake rolled his eyes "I'll catch up" he assured them

The Slytherins hesitanted, they knew Potter's reputation on how he treated Slytherins.

"I'll stay with him" Draco assured and the Slytherins nodded before leaving. Vince and Greg had lingered a bit but were carried away by the other Slytherins.

Harry blinked looking at Draco strangely and waited until the other Slytherins were truly gone before saying "Never seen you without your cronies before"

Draco growled but smiled when Jake said "Come on Harry don't be an ass. Greg and Vince are cool. They're just over protective, and can you blame them? Since I got here there have been three times I show a first year crying because they were being bullied by Gryffindors and your housemates attacked ME for asking Hermione to play a game with me"

Harry blinked "Well... they just misunderstood what you said" choosing not to comment about the bullying. Harry didn't know Jake very well but he seemed like a nice guy despite being a Slytherin and didn't seem to be the type to make up stories. Lots of Slytherins claimed Gryffindors bullied them but from what Harry saw Slytherins always started it with their mouths.

"You shouldn't attack someone because they SAID something" Jake rolled his eyes "Now enough about house politics, what's wrong?"

Harry looked at Draco knowing full well what he would say if he knew but then at Jake. Would he join Draco for a laugh? Didn't seem the type but... well it was a good way to see if Jake would side with the Slytherins.

"My... relatives didn't sign the permission slip"

Draco smirked

"Why not?" Jake asked "Its just a school outing. There will be teachers and prefects looking after us"

"Well I kind of accidently blew up my aunt"

"YOU KILLED SOMEONE!"

"No! I blew her up like a balloon"

Draco started laughing "You're such a baby Potter, still having fits of accidental magic"

Jake looked at Draco, wondering how he should handle this without breaking rule one. He broke that way too often and he needed to at least try to be 'diplomatic', "Well you are a bit too old to still be doing accidental magic" Harry looked like he was about to start yelling so Jake quickly said "But it's not like they should punish you for it. That's like punishing someone for wetting the bed. NOT THAT YOU DO THAT" Jake tried to recover as Draco laughed louder "But, you know, it's just not fair as you can't help it"

Harry was blushing horribly. Jake was comparing accidental magic to bed wetting! Did wizards really think of it that way? Harry groaned wishing he hadn't admitted that now. He hadn't even gotten to the part where he ran away from that house and hid at The Leaky Cauldron.

"So you're parents won't let you go to Hogsmeade because of it?" Jake tried to get back on track

"Something like that" Harry shrugged blushing. He might as well have just told Draco Malfoy, his biggest enemy at school, that he was a bed wetter. Great now half the school was going to be talking about it. Who was he kidding the entire school was going to have a laugh at him.

"So... since you can't go to Hogsmeade how about we play some games on my laptop?" Jake offered "I'm scared to mention the titles after what happened last time" Jake joked

"That's okay, you go ahead. I don't want you to miss out because of me"

"It's only one trip" Jake shrugged

"Just let the toddler get used to it" Draco grinned "During his beginning of the year speech Dumbledore said we get to go to Hogsmeade nearly every Saturday for the entire year. Some crap about it being a good way to show the... muggle borns what everyday life is for real wizards"

"I know Dumbles told me during my tour of the school. Which is exactly why it won't matter if we miss a day" Jake assured "Besides after the week I've had it really would be better to stay indoors and relax"

Draco frowned "Still it be nice to see everything for the first time with everybody else" Draco had seen Hogsmeade before but never without his parents or Snape. He just knew it feel different without an adult breathing down his neck. He'd actually be able to wander around and look not just run errands.

"Then you should go, the cousins will be worried about you if you don't meet them anyway"

"Stalkers" Draco grinned temporarily forgetting himself. Jake just had a way of talking that put people at ease, even when what he was saying was the stupidest thing. Draco thought a moment and realized this was a good opportunity to earn brownie points with the young dragon "Maybe we can sneak him out?" he shrugged and both boys looked at him with shock "Snape's got a working Floo in private quarters. It's only suppose to be used in emergencies but he gave me the password"

"Why would he do that?" Harry continued to look in shock.

"I don't know Potter, why would my Godfather want me to visit his home whenever I wanted" Draco snorted

"Snape's your Godfather!?"

"Of course he is, why else would he treat me the way he does in class?"

"Cause your a Slytherin" Harry pointed out

Draco snorted "Gryffindors, of such little mind"

"Won't Snape mind?" Jake asked before an argument could ensue

"Only if he finds out but remember it's Hogsmeade. He'll be hanging out in the teachers' lounge grading paper and boasting about giving the most difficult homework assignment of the week. And if he IS in his quarters I'll just tell him I was showing off my room"

Harry stared "You've got a ROOM in Snape's quarters!?"

"Where else would I stay when my parents leave the country" Draco smirked "Doesn't matter anyway let's go... unless of course you're too scared to enter the domain of the bat of the Dungeons? Don't worry we gave all our Dementors the day off"

"Fine I'll go" typical Gryffindor let himself get goaded into a trap again.

"Just don't touch anything" Draco ordered as they went to the dungeons "Uncle Sev!" Draco called once they were in the man's Quarters but no one was here.

Jake looked around the room. It seemed pretty normal, in a rich people way. There was an expensive set of leather chairs and a couch around a marble coffee table. Some black drapes in front of an enchanted window looking out at a sunny meadow with deer running around. Lots of book cases filled with first editions of famous authors from both the magical and normal worlds. Some nice looking paintings but Jake really couldn't tell what any of them were supposed to be. A small kitchen off to the side that was probably the most ordinary thing in the world. Then there was a large picture frame over the fireplace in front of the sitting area. It was of a younger Snape, still an adult but in his early twenties, with another man. A man in his thirties with spiky brown hair and in a nice suit with pin strips and a large brown overcoat... and red and white sneakers.

"Who's that?" Jake asked studying the picture, it was the only one Snape had in the living room of an actual person.

Draco looked over and snorted "Merlin" the boy shook his head

"Come on Draco who is he?"

"I told you he's Merlin after he got a new face" Draco rolled his eyes "At least that's what Snape told me. He refuses to give me a serious answer. One time he actually said he was a time traveling alien from outer space! I think the closest I got was when Uncle Sev told me he was 'The Doctor' but he just laughed when I asked 'Doctor Who'. You know what I think? I think he just took a picture with a random muggle and put it in his quarters just to fuck with me!"

Harry started laughing reminding the pair he was there.

"Careful Potter" Draco glared "Don't want your little baby magic to burst out again"

Jake quickly asked "Where's the Floo powder"

"Right here" Draco picked up a jar on the mantle "Sure it's safe to let the baby Floo by himself? Don't worry Potter I'll hold your hand"

"Just one second" Jake decided it was best to ignore the taunts. That was just Draco being Draco. Harry would figure out he didn't actually mean anything by it "Here" Jake pulled a necklace out of his backpack "I'm gonna need this back later but you can borrow it for now"

"What is it?" Harry asked looking at the rune carved on beads

"It's a perception filter" Jake explained "It makes it so people won't notice you"

"Like an invisibility cloak?" Harry glared as Draco snorted at him

Jake scratched his head "Not really, people can still see you they just don't notice you. They know something is there they just don't care but if they focus on it hard enough they'll see you. We'll still be able to see you because we know you're there. Invisibility enchantments are better but they take up a lot of magic and have to recharge after a little while, this doesn't. Gramps gave it to me so I could move around in my Dragon form without being noticed, you still got to be sneaky though and don't do anything to draw attention to yourself or people might concentrate on the spot your in"

As Harry put on the necklace with a "Thank you" Draco throw the powder inside the fireplace "Hogsmeade's Floo Center"

###

**Important A/N:**

**Please Review I want to hear what you think**

This story will have a subplot where Harry is taken away from the Dursleys. It will happen fairly soon but the problem is I don't know which family to put him with. I want to put him with either The Weasleys, Snape, or Lupin but I can't decide which and have ideas for all three. The decision will have a large effect on the story. Please vote on the Poll on my profile on which family you want Harry to have.

_Less important A/N:_

The reason Harry's cloak doesn't have to recharge like most invisibility enchantments is because it is one of the Deathly Hallows.

And yep Snape knows the Doctor. He is actually one of the Companions for the Tenth Doctor I have planned in my AU Doctor Who story where Time Lords evolved inside the Time Vortex and have limited superpowers over time. The idea for the Snape saga is after Lily dies the Doctor stumbles on a grieving Snape and decides to show him the universe. Also yes one of the The Doctor's regenerations was Merlin, a saga that I plan to take place much earlier in that series. The Doctor got regenerated into a kid and went to Hogwarts well the Four Founders were still there. The elves found out he was staying at Hogwarts and went to thank him for past heroics he'd done for their kind. The elves really do believe the Doctor is a god who protects all of creation, much to his annoyance.


	12. Chapter 12

Harry groaned as Malfoy actually made him old his hand. Harry wouldn't have done it but Malfoy refused to tell him what the password was so Harry couldn't get through by himself. Jake had to take Draco's other hand but he seemed to think it was no big deal because they were just going through a Floo.

They stepped through and found themselves in a snowy street. They were in a circle of fireplaces just standing alone outside. There were old medieval buildings nearby and trees. It looked like a Christmas Card or maybe even a snow globe.

"Wow" Jake awed grinning widely as he let go of Draco's hand.

Harry tried to let go to but Malfoy held on tight.

"Oi babies need someone to hold their hands so they don't wonder off" Malfoy snickered

Jake rolled his eyes "Come one Draco let's try to have a good time out here"

"I am" Draco smiled but let go of a scowling Harry

Harry was about to start yelling but Jake said "If Draco has to behave so do you. I want to enjoy my first day in a wizarding village, not play referee" both boy's sulked but said nothing "Now what should we see first"

"Oh NOW you want a plan" Draco rolled his eyes "What happened to walking around aimlessly. You agreed with the cousins that it would be more fun"

Jake rolled his eyes "Fine eenie meenie miney mo" Jake started reciting well pointing in different directions "Catch a tiger by the toe. If he howlers let him go. eenie meenie miney... mo... My mother told me to pick the very best one and you are... IT!" His finger landed a path "Let's go!" The other boys were staring at him like he was stupid but followed him anyway.

###

"I don't believe this" Artemis looked over Jake's answers. Snape was sitting in thr teachers lounge 'grading' papers well listening to the gossiping of his fellow instructors. The scores of the test the first years just took wouldn't effect their actual grades but it was still important. He asked the theory of magic professor to look over the written answers Mister Long gave instead of circling anything in that section well Snape scored other papers. It just looked like gibberish to him but he was giving the child the benefit of the doubt and letting an actual master of the field look over it "This was a third year?" she asked reading over the answers

Snape nodded "Mister Long the American exchange student"

"Severus this boy shouldn't even be at Hogwarts! These are the type of answers someone working on their Master would give. The boy doesn't quite understand it completely but it's certainly Lord level. I knew America was ahead of us in magical theory but this is downright shameful to our school. How'd he do for the other subjects"

"He's a little above average in most areas, got a perfect score for his potions but considering he's working as the unofficial apprentice to a potions master you'd expect that, his knowledge on Charms is acceptable but Transfiguration he's far behind his year especially in practice magic"

"Well America teaches it differently then we do. They consider it an ethical issue to transfigure animals to objects and vise versa so they don't teach that until the kids go to a magical university. This means they lose a vital method of teaching students the art. Talk to Minerva about it sometime. She'll ramble on for hours"

"I'll do all I can to avoid such a conversation"

"Smart man"

Snape smirked before getting back to the task at hand "I employed Hagrid to write down some of the more advanced questions on Magical creatures, nothing a third year should know but given his situation I thought best to test it, and he got a near perfect score. Doesn't seem to know anything about certain creatures though but based on an earlier conversation I imagine that's more his grandfather prioritizing what to teach him"

"You might want to have the boy get his NEWT for theory of magic out of the way. Then I can tutor him on getting his Expert. He'll never qualify for a Lord with his bloodline and an Expert is a good bit harder to get in this field but he might be able to get it by Seventh year if I work with him"

Snape nodded before thinking to himself 'At the growing list of tutors the boy has I might have to move some of his sessions to Saturday but the boy does need at least one day off... maybe I should push back his bedtime and have him occasionally take tutoring sessions during the week at night? I'll still keep Sunday to devote to the more important training exercises' It was extremely important to get the boy ready for his duties as the American Dragon but it was just as important to take in his mental health. Snape wanted to do something similar with Potter but Dumbledore wanted the boy to have a normal life and refused to believe that was outside his reach. He even ignored the fact the arrogant boy clearly didn't want to be normal and thirst to play the savior of the world despite actually messing everything up. Snape sighed it was Hogsmeade later today. The students would be out of the school so maybe he should invite Dumbledore to his quarters and once again try to talk some sense into him. Those conversations always ended in shouting but Snape needed to get through to the old man.

###

"So... He travels with other summoners" Harry asked as he flipped through the comic well the were at the Apothecary. Jake and Draco were running around stocking up on potions ingredients for some reason. The three of them had first visited a toy store where they stocked up on comic books, which Draco was calling 'Cartoons'. The comics weren't like muggle comics. Whenever Harry's eyes locked onto on of the panels the drawings moved, playing out a short scene well Harry read the speech bubbles. They only moved well Harry was studying them though and the characters weren't sentient like with a painting.

The Slytherins had freaked when they learned Harry knew nothing about the 'Richie the Summoner' series and forced Harry into buying a large book that had the entire first saga of the character's adventures.

"It be boring if he was by himself" Jake shrugged shifting through potions supplies.

"But won't they have to fight each other in the tournament?" The plot was their were a bunch of wizards living on a planet with only magic users. The world had no continents but thousands of large islands, some as big as Texas. Each island had it's own tournament where wizards would summon monsters and have the monsters fight each other. The main character was a boy named Richie who traveled these islands. He seemed to use a lot of fox summons called 'Kitsune' which were little pranksters that kept getting the boy in trouble through varying degrees of mischief. There was also an evil organization that wanted to take over the world, obviously, by using summons. Richie was the good guy because he saw his summons as his friends not weapons or tools... still had them fight for him though. It all sounded really familiar.

"They do" Jake assured "But that doesn't mean they can't be friends. Besides it good to have someone on the road with him between Dueling gyms"

"And he has to beat the seven gyms in order to qualify for the Tournament"

"It wouldn't be much of an adventure if they went straight to the Tournament"

"And he can use spells on his summon to help him but not on the opponent's summon"

"Yep, the battle is between the summons after all not the wizards"

Harry frowned as he read the first chapter. It did seem interesting but he really didn't know what to think of it yet. Seemed a bit too... childish but Draco and Jake both liked it and they were Harry's age.

"What about... Jake?" Harry blinked as Jake got a strange look in his eye. He was breathing heavily and his hands were shaking "What you staring at?"

"Gold" Jake said simply looking at a small golden cauldron, it looked no bigger then the small ones they had for the classroom.

"You like it" Draco appeared all smiles. He picked the cauldron up and showed it in Jake's arms. Jake jumped as if he thought it was going to burn him but soon calmed down and got a really contend down right blissful expression on his face. Draco quickly paid for it and the boys left. Jake was acting really weird as he hugged the cauldron tightly.

"Thanks Draco" Jake smiled serenely staring at the Cauldron in his arms as they walked.

As Draco smiled smugly Harry scoffed "Still trying to buy people's friendship, good to see some things never change"

Draco scowled "Unlike you Long knows the benefits of having a Malfoy as a friend"

Jake continued to look bizarrely at his cauldron "Ahuh"

"You okay" Harry stared

"Uh? Oh yeah I'm fine" Jake got a normal smile on his face as he put the Cauldron in his backpack "That's better. Draco, since everyone's going to be hanging out here, why don't we go back to the Castle and you can show us your room"

"Tired?" Draco blinked

"My stomach's bursting from all the sweets" Jake admitted

"Sure I guess, as long as we can play more on your laptop" Draco bargained

"No problem" Jake grinned "What do you say Harry?"

Both Harry and Draco blinked not realizing Harry was invited. Draco grinned picturing Uncle Sev's face when he saw the Boy Who Lived in his quarters. He'd probably grab Potter by his ear and throw him out only to have Draco 'beg' him not to. That would definitely earn some brownie points with the Dragon.

###

"Thank you for inviting me Severus" Dumbledore smiled taking a seat on the comfy leather chair. Feeling his old bones ack he pulled back a leaver on the side of the chair and the bottom popped out and raised his legs. Severus really had the most amazing muggle furniture. It didn't even need any enchantments to make it comfier "Don't misunderstand me. I love a good cup of tea prepared by the elves but something about the way you brew gives it a whole new life"

"Yes it takes true mastery to boil leaves" Severus grunted, not one for accepting praise however true. Just as he reached the stove the pot began to whistle that it was done. He always did have good timing. He took it off the burner and turned off the stove before pouring two cups in large glasses.

Dumbledore smiled when the young man brought him one of the cups "Severus' homemade tea" he hummed talking a sip "Will you ever share your secret"

"With Draco, on my death bed" Severus assured

"You should really give the lad more time to learn such an art"

"He'll probably just hand the recipe to an elf" Severus took a sip, this tea was much sweeter then his usual but it was Dumbledore's favorite "We need to discuss Potter"

Dumbledore sighed "Must we?"

"The boy needs stronger disciple Albus. You're spoiling him just like James"

"I admit I made some mistakes with James but Charlie and Henrietta didn't even think they could have children. They were well into their hundreds when the boy was born. It shouldn't have been possible"

"Yes yes James Bloody Potter the little miracle, please spare me Albus you bring that up whenever you hear his name"

"Forgive an old man" Albus smiled

"And well you were busy praising what a miracle he was the bastard was torturing a fourth of the school and getting off Scott free. You wouldn't raise your hand too him and the teachers were too scared to upset the Godson of the headmaster"

"Minerva wasn't. You couldn't imagine the complaints I got from a certain rambunctious boy whenever Minerva gave him detention"

"Which you got him out of"

"Shamefully yes as I couldn't take those big sad eyes but Minerva found a way around my weakness by contacting the boy's father directly. I liked being the loving uncle who spoiled the boy but believe it or not Charlie was quite the disciplinary"

Severus snorted "So you say. At least you don't do that with the newest Potter"

"Harry does not use puppy dog eyes" Albus chuckled thankfully "James had a good heart but... he could be a spoiled little monster. He grew out of it though because of Lily"

Severus scoffed "Lily was too good for him"

"Of course and James knew it which made him strive to be worthy of her. I think he succeeded... in the end"

There was an awkward silence as they sipped their tea "You're making another mistake with the current Potter"

"So you keep telling me but I fail to see how wanting him to have a normal life is damaging him"

"Because he isn't normal. He's as smart as Lily but he sits at the back of the class gossiping!"

"Only in your class but I think you intimidate the boy"

"Then why is he only getting acceptables in any of his other classes! He's lazy Albus! He won't put any effort in unless someone forces him to. He's even dragging Granger down with him. Do you know how often he drags her out of the library? The girl could very well be a Master before she's fifty but that boy is so hunger for attention he doesn't like it when she leaves his side to study material he couldn't possibly understand"

"That problem's been solved with the girl's new studying habits"

"You're bending over backwards to accommodate the spoiled brat just like you did with James. You should be teaching him not to put his own desires above his friends' needs"

"I don't really have the right"

"You're the boy's legal guardian!"

"Yes but I left him in the care of his aunt"

"Petunia was a self centered gold digger as a child. I saw no reason then why she wouldn't raise her children to be just like her and I have seen no evidence to prove me wrong"

"She and her husband live in a nice neighborhood and make good money, plus the little bonus I provide for Harry's care. They keep him safe behind the blood wards and they even have a little boy around Harry's age for him to play with. I am an old man Severus. However much I would love to have Harry stay with me I couldn't possibly keep up with a small child, especially not a Potter. If you think James was bad you should have seen me and Charlie as school boys" Albus chuckled "I sleep too much and forget too many things to give a boy the love and attention he deserves. He gets that at his relatives"

"Boys need more then love to grow Albus. I will concede it is an important ingredient but they need structure, discipline, a respect for authority. The boy proved he had none of that the second he stepped off the train"

"That's not really fair-"

"Look what he did with the stone!"

Albus visibly flinched

"How many years did it take to set up that trap?" Severus glared "How many resources did we drain to maneuver the dark Lord here? For Merlin's sake you had to get a blood stone from that murdering Alchemist and pass it off as the Philosopher's Stone! You had to make deals with Goblins to get that horrible mirror. A decade of planning with layers of traps and misplaced information to get the Dark Lord to go after the stone and it all came crumbling to the ground because one stupid boy thought it looked like a fun game"

"His heart was in the right place" Albus sighed

"And what did you do after the boy destroyed our plan to capture the Dark Lord? You PRAISED him! You bloody rigged the points to let him win the house cup! Albus that was the worst thing you could have possibly done! It was far worse then any decision you made with James!"

"It would have destroyed Harry if he knew he inadvertently saved Voldemort's life" Dumbledore said calmly

"But you didn't have to praise him! You taught him we were too incompetent to do things ourselves so what did he do when he found out where that Diary was? He bloody run after it and didn't tell any of us where it was! Then he DESTROYED it! We had the opportunity to find out all the Dark Lord's secrets! If he just told any of us where it was we could have severed the link between the girl and the Diary without harming either. Any fully trained wizard could!"

"Lucius had been studying the diary for years and he never got any information out of it"

"That's because he had to cover his tracks and not let the diary find out he was studying it. What he did with it in desperation is unforgivable but-"

"Do not dare justice what he did! He was willing to destroy an innocent girl's soul in order to create a weapon powerful enough to defeat the Voldemort"

"Stop saying his name!"

"I want him to hear me. I want him to know someone isn't afraid to call him out. I want... Harry" Albus stopped seeing Harry stand in the hallway with tears in his eyes.

###

A/N:

Dumbledore is a manipulative old coot who lies A LOT and he is willing to do despicable things in the name of the greater good but he's not evil in this story, although I personally think he is the devil in the books and actually worse then Voldemort when you get down to it. In this story he has a soft spot for children and is actually a bit of a push over when it comes to punishing them, puppy dog eyes are his ultimate weakness. He does not know Harry is being abused by his relatives and really does think he is happy there. There is also an explanation of the prophesy and why Dumbledore is willing to let Voldemort kill Harry but that will be explained next chapter.


	13. Chapter 13

Dumbledore looked at Severus with hurt and betrayal in his eyes well the young potions master looked right back "I didn't know he was here" Severus said simply and Dumbledore nodded believing him. He trusted the young man a great deal "But I would be interested to know" Severus glared at the crying little boy "Just what you think you're doing in my personal quarters Mister Potter" he growled

"Draco..." a voice that most certainly wasn't Potter's spoke from behind the wall. Hesitantly a small Asian boy with green hair looked out from around the corner "Draco invited us to see his room"

Severus glared "I see, so I imagine Draco is hiding behind you"

The was a surprisingly meek voice that sounded like he was on the verge of tears speaking from further down the hall "Yes Uncle"

Severus sighed "Anyone else?" Mister Long shook his head 'no' "Very well Mister Long... go to Hogsmeade but do not discuss this matter with anyone, ever. I will be speaking to your Grandfather myself so do not trouble him"

"Yes sir" Jake nodded hesitantly walking into the living room. He looked around at everyone but they were all just standing their waiting for him to leave. This was obviously a personal matter that was none of his business. He opened the door and made sure to close it behind him.

"Draco" Severus got up and went to his godson "We have some things to discuss in your room. Mister Potter, take a seat. I believe the headmaster has some things to speak to you about as well"

Harry nodded and walked over to the couch well Severus left with his own boy. As much as Snape wanted to scream at the boy Draco needed him.

Albus stared at the child unsure of what to say.

"Lucius Malfoy works for you?" Was the first thing out of the boy's mouth. He cleared didn't want to deal with the rest just yet.

"Not exactly. He was more of a freelancer during the war. Sabotaging the Voldemort's plans and manipulating facts to make it so other Death Eaters took the fall. On occasion he would pass along information to me when something big was going to happen and he couldn't risk getting involved... Lucius Malfoy is not the most cuddly person and he did take joy in torturing the muggles during the war but he realized early on Voldemort was merely insane and not the saviour of magical tradition he claimed to be. There are few things that are black and white Harry. Lucius Malfoy, by all accounts, is a very bad man who believes muggles should be exterminated and the muggle borns kept as second class citizens but it is more then blind prejudice that fuels him. He believes if muggles were to learn of us they would seek to enslave us as they have in the past and with their growing technology they would one day have the power to destroy us completely... and he is right of course which is why we must hide from them but Lucius sees the war with the muggles as inevitable and wants to remove them well we still can. Lucius' beliefs are based on history and muggle studies, two of the areas he has Lords in. Muggles scare him and like many people his fear as turned to hate"

"He's got a degree in Muggle Studies?" Harry blinked a little taken back

"He calls it a matter of 'Knowing your enemy'. Lucius Malfoy is a very educated man with many degrees, none past a Lord but he's still young. He was one of my best students and I even gave him the title of 'Head Boy' well at Hogwarts"

"You made a SLYTHERIN head boy!?"

"Although I admittedly favor the Gryffindors I do not believe you are automatically 'evil' because of what house you are in. If I believed that I would refuse to teach Slytherin students all together. It is within my power to exclude them. Lucius was a good boy who often helped the younger students like Professor Snape at the time. He seemed like a good choice... until he fell pray to the silver tongue of Voldemort. Voldemort showed him the worst of muggle nature, exploited on an existing fear and moulded it to hate to the point that even after Lucius realized Voldemort was insane many of his teaching still ring true for him. Lucius was... a very good kind boy once"

"Is that why he tried to kill Ginny!"

Dumbledore looked carefully at the child, he needed to be honest, Harry already heard to much for him not to be "Yes, that's exactly why. Even good men will commit acts of evil when desperate enough. Lucius had been studying the diary for years and found a flaw. Voldemort was still a boy when he made it so regardless however powerful he was he wasn't yet a fully trained wizard. The flaw was rather large and Lucius believed it was his only hope of stopping him..."

"What was the flaw?" Harry asked impatiently

"The diary needed to absorb a person's life force, even their very soul, to create a new body for Voldemort to inhibit but instead of letting him inhabit it it created a duplicate of him... one that had the traits of the person that was sacrificed. Lucius discovered that if a pure soul, an innocent child, was used as the sacrifice so too would be the duplicate. A person with a kind soul, all the memories and knowledge of not only Voldemort but the person that was sacrificed, as well as their combined power. Lucius hoped to use such a person as a weapon against the Dark Lord"

"That's horrible! It's horrible on so many levels"

"Yes it was but it was also worse then that. Until the book fully absorbed Miss Weasley's soul the memories of Voldemort maintained their rage and lust for bloodshed. Many more children could have died for this plan to work but Lucius was thinking of the big picture. Great danger comes from looking only at that. In the grand scheme of things what is a few children compared to the millions that would die if Voldemort regained his power. What Lucius tried to do was an act of fear and desperation. Emotions that overwhelmed him after we failed to capture Voldemort's wraith"

Harry choked "W-what was supposed to happen?... with the stone?"

Albus sighed "The stone was a fake Harry, a powerful dark artifact but it would not have restored Voldemort to life. We just needed him to think it would. He would have tried to force it out of the mirror and been trapped inside it as a result. Even if it didn't work and he got the stone... if he tried to make an elixir of life potion from it it would have been poison and permanently damaged a great deal of his magic so that we would never be strong enough to get a body"

Dumbledore watched as tears leaked from the boy's eyes "Child you could not have known of our plan. We went to great lengths to make sure Voldemort would not discover it. It was certainly convoluted enough to stop him from realizing what was going on"

"I thought I saved the School!" Harry whimpered trying to stop the tears. He hated crying, and actually feared doing it after learning what Uncle Vernon would do. Harry jumped when he felt arms go around him. Dumbledore was hugging him. He got right next to Harry on the couch and put his arms around the boy... the only adults ever to hug him were Mister and Misses Weasley. Harry shifted uncomfortably and the shock got his tears under control. Still he stayed there for several minutes letting the old man hug him.

"Is there anything else you lied to me about?" Harry asked

"A great many things and even more I neglected to tell you all together" Harry being a Horcrux for one "but we'll talk about them when your older. For now I just need you to be a happy and healthy little boy" Harry had a piece of Voldemort's soul inside him, anchoring the vile man to this world, but there was a way to destroy it. Lily was a clever girl and actually found a way to protect Harry from the killing curse, the only person ever to learn how. It was a rune, the lightening bolt on Harry's forehead, fueled by the ultimate sacrifice of a loved one. If Harry was hit with the Killing curse it would of course kill him but not permanently. He'd be in a death like sleep for maybe an hour before waking up but the Horcrux would be destroyed. Then there was the prophecy to consider. Albus wanted to keep Harry out of the fight and the only way to do that was if Voldemort thought he killed him. Harry would be safe, the prophecy would be fulfilled and Voldemort would be greatly weakened for hours after destroying his own Horcrux. This wasn't the best plan but after plan A failed Dumbledore had to think of something. Before it didn't matter that Harry was a Horcrux because in the best case scenario Voldemort would have been trapped for all eternity. Harry would have been able to grow up safely and the worst side effect being an occasional headache. Now there was no hope of stopping Voldemort without putting the boy in harms way but hopefully Harry would be much older when Voldemort regained a body, an adult that could have the plan explained to him and who would understand how vital it was he be used to weaken Voldemort so the Order could defeat him. An adult that would understand he was not invincible and that although it was true he could survive the killing curse any other dark spell could still kill him. They also needed to find out how many more Horcruxes Voldemort made. As Snape said it took a decade of planning to get Voldemort to go after the wrong stone and it was unlikely they could do something like that again.

"What about my relatived?" Harry asked

"What about them?" Dumbledore smiled encouragingly, although the boy seemed more interested in the floor

"It said it on my Hogwarts letter"

"Letter?... You mean your acceptance letter?" Dumbledore sighed "I hadn't realized you were still angry at your aunt for that. Yes she should have told you about magic long before and should have let you read your letter when you first got it but you have to understand she lost her sister to magic. She was no doubt worried the same would happen to you and given how often you stumble onto trouble she might very well have a point"

"But it SAID it!"

"Said what?"

"The cupboard under the stairs"

"Cupboard under the- I'm afraid you lost me Harry" Albus smiled warmly as the child begun speaking gibberish

"You... you don't know, how could you not know!?"

"Know what Harry?" Dumbledore continued to smile

"But you wouldn't let me stay at Hogwarts!"

"Harry" Dumbledore sighed, the child really was sounding so spoiled right now "All the Wards and enchantments have to be strengthened in the summer. It is a long hard process that requires delicate work. We can't have children running around the school around this time. It's dangerous. Besides, I know Hogwarts is exciting but surely you missed your relatives just a little bit. I know they missed you"

"You really don't know" Harry looked like he was going to cry again "But you know EVERYTHING"

"Unfortunately I have yet to achieve omnipotence but it is a goal I strive for" Dumbledore smiled

"M-my relatives aren't as nice as you think they are"

"Oh?" Dumbledore smiled, was the boy really going to choose now to complain about his relatives. At least the boy was bouncing back quickly if he could whine about his caretakers.

The boy looked at him intensely for a moment before slowly standing up. Taking the hint Dumbledore stopped hugging him. The boy took off his robe and raised the back of his shirt.

Albus sat silently staring at the hideous scars on the boy's back. It was taking everything in his power not to explode "Fix your shirt Harry, We're going to see Madam Poppy"

###

Draco was crying hysterically hugging his godfather as tight as he could.

"Your father is not a bad man little dragon" Snape used the child's nickname although it seemed odd with the actual Dragons running around the school now "He merely lost his way"

"Is that why Dobby left?" Draco whimpered. Although Lucius was undoubtedly a strict master Draco was like his mother, spoiling the elves and playing with them. Still Draco thought of elves more along the sense of beloved toys then sentient creatures.

"You would have to ask him" Snape informed. The boy merely sniffled "I know he still visits you, don't worry I won't tell your father"

"Yeah he'd probably kill him" Draco sobbed

"Your father would not hurt your favorite elf" Snape assured not bringing up the fact he wasn't powerful enough to. He wanted to assure the boy that Dobby would come home one day but unlike Dumbledore he was not one to lie to children pointlessly "Lucius is still the man hiding in the shadows plotting the downfall of the Dark Lord. He's still every bit the man from your bedtime stories"

"He's a evil git just like everyone says" Draco sobbed "That's why you won't marry him"

Snape sighed "Don't you try and manipulate me. A thorough breed Slytherin is what you are. Trying to guilt me into doing what you want during a moment of weakness. The reason I won't marry your father is I like my life the way it is" Lucius just wasn't one to take 'no' for an answer. He was used to getting whatever he wanted in the most annoyingly consistent manner possible "You're father isn't evil little Dragon"

"I didn't believe Potter when he said my dad gave the diary to the Weasley girl" Draco hugged just a little tighter

"I know you didn't" Snape patted his shoulder

"But it's TRUE! My father tried to kill the school"

"No he didn't. What he tried to do was forge a weapon powerful enough to take down the Dark Lord. He had the best of intentions... he just went about it the wrong way" As Draco continued to cry Snape sighed "Come on, let's go hear what your father has to say"

"No!" Draco shook his head "I don't want to see him"

"I think it's best you do" Snape picked the boy up and walked him back to the living room to get the Floo powder.

###

Ablus stood in Poppy's office looking out at Harry sleeping in one of the beds of the hospital wing. Poppy had given the boy a potion to put him to sleep after casting a diagnostic spell. It recorded a person's entire medical history and wrote it out on a scroll. Ever cold and scrapped knee since he was born. Poppy was being kind enough not to mention this was a mandatory spell for if a child joined a sports team and Albus waved it off. Harry was so happy to join the Quidditch team and honestly Albus was worried Poppy would say the boy was too small and weak to play. So Albus did what he always did when it came to Potters, he made an exception. If he hadn't this would have been discovered in Harry's first year.

"I'll have to send a copy to the Minister" Poppy sighed "I am obligated to"

"I understand" Ablus sighed. Even though this was more a case of the boy's Nannies being found to be abusive the ministry would still use it as a chance to slander his name and put Harry on the front page again but they couldn't use it to take take Harry away from him "The other boy will have to be removed from their custody as well. Not only for his own protection but Harry's"

"Albus?"

"Petunia isn't the only one with Evans' blood" The blood wards kept Harry safe from dark wizards. Those tainted by dark magic were prevented from harming the boy's home or anyone else that lived there. It even protected against all elements of the supernatural to a lesser degree. Even when the child wasn't there it bent reality to keep him safe. It's why Harry was lucky enough to survive all the adventures he had at school. The Blood wards were truly the most powerful wards but all they needed to work was a blood relative.

Poppy nodded "I'll make a case for you to gain custody of the boy instead of placing him in a muggle orphanage"

"I'll speak with the ministry myself of course but it be helpful to have someone put in a good word"

###

Lucius sighed stepping out of his son's room and down the stairs. Snape had brought the boy home and Lucius spent the last four hours trying to explain to his son why he did what he did. He's son saw him as a larger then life hero as many children saw their parents and it was a startling discovery to learn he was less then a saint.

Lucius scowled seeing Severus calmly sipping tea with his wife Narcissa "Any other revelations you wish to force on my son?"

"Don't take that tone with him" Narcissa glared "You're the one that got our family into this mess"

Lucius sighed "Severus... I'll return Draco on Monday"

Severus nodded taking that as his que to leave "Lucius, Narcissa" he tilted his head before leaving through the floo

###

Jake was laying in bed hugging his gold cauldron. He wasn't feeling up to Hogsmeade and decided just to relax in bed for a bit until detention. He really wanted to know what was going on but the gold calmed him down a great deal. It made him feel content, completely at peace. He knew he shouldn't have it. Dragons didn't even use gold coins because of how they reacted to it but this... this was nice. Nothing bad was happening he just felt nice. And soon he stopped caring about Harry's lust for adventure and Draco's psychotic father. Ever one has their problems and they were really none of his business. He could just lay in bed hugging his gold and let the rest of the world do it's own thing.

Jake smiled petting the cauldron, exploring the smooth surface with his hand "My... Precious" Jake snickered at his lame joke but deep down part of him meant it.


	14. Chapter 14

"Draco" Narcissa asked opening her son's door. The boy was lying on his bed sniffing, his face buried in his pillow. She sighed walking to the bed and taking a seat "My poor little Dragon" She stroked her son's soft blonde hair "You grew up with stories and your father's boasting of what a magnificent hero he was only to learn he isn't without flaw. He was scared my Dragon, terrified, and nothing is more dangerous then a scared hero" she gave an understanding smile "You try so hard to be just like him but the fact of the matter is you're not. You see yourself as small and weak, striving to be only what you're father wants you to be but always falling short. You don't see what I do. I see a kind, intelligent, sweet boy who could never hurt anyone. I see a compassionate leader and a snarky brat, undoubtedly from hanging out with Sev too much... Stop trying to be something your not. You're not your father Draco, you're better. Prove to the world that when the time comes you won't fold on your principles" her smile turned into a smirk"You may want to be like your father but the fact of the matter is it's your mother you take after"

Draco sniffed looking up "Trying to manipulate me during a moment of weakness?"

"Well I am a Slytherin" She chuckled "and it's not so much 'manipulating' as 'pointing out the obvious' but you are rather dense when it comes to that. That you get from your father"

"This pep talk isn't exactly making me feel any better"

"The truth isn't supposed to, it simply is. All you have to do is hear it's wisdom"

###

The wards of the school told the headmaster that Snape just returned and Albus asked the portraits for confirmation. Earlier that day when the Floo wards went off Albus assumed it was him as well. The passenger did use the correct password after all but now it seemed that it was young Mr. Malfoy, who was apparently trying to reconcile things with Harry. Dumbledore really needed to pay closer attention to the Floo. He just knew Snape was going to kill him for not telling him the boys accessed it.

Albus sighed staring at the sweet face of the sleeping boy in the hospital wing. He was wearing the hospital gown and his skin smelled of the foul ointment that covered his skin but it was needed to heal up the scars. They weren't magical scars so they were easy to get rid of. After Poppy coated his back and bum she sent the child's medical history to the Ministry and the Aurors were arresting the Dursleys as they speak. Since they were muggles abusing a wizarding child they would probably be kissed by a Dementor. That was a rather old law from back when muggle parents had a habit of murdering or enslaving their magical children. Dumbledore needed to find a home for Harry soon but he didn't know where to begin. He technically had all year to place Harry but not if he got custody of Dudley. Dudley would need a home immediately unless he let the boy stay at Hogwarts for the school year but he couldn't do that with a muggle child it be too dangerous. He'd have no way to defend himself against the creatures of the forest and be terrified of all the magical enchantments, not to mention he'd be viciously bullied for simply being a muggle... unless he stopped being a muggle child.

Albus blinked, there was the ritual. It was on old tradition of the house of Dumbledore to ask the gods to bless their children who were born squibs. The child could call on the power of magic through prayers. They were not actually wizards but they could channel magic. They were called clerics and it used to be a popular practice for Squibs to do this. Of course Gods were known to task their clerics with an occasional quest and it was a life of duty and serve to that god. It wasn't a popular lifestyle as the magic couldn't be used frivolously as most wizards do. No cleaning spells or color changing spells but he could channel magic into scrolls or runes with any spell written on then. The magic was fairly limited and all required a short prayer instead of an incantation. Ablus had a few books of prayers from his family library and the ritual that would allow the child to swear his allegiance to one of the billions of gods out there. Then the boy could go to some of the none spell casting classes like potions, Herbology, Runes, history well studying divine magic under Dumbledore. Yes that would be suitable but the children would still need a home. The question was where would they be safe? Should their safety outweigh their happiness. The children undoubtedly suffered a good deal under the Dursleys. They would need a well balanced home suited to their special needs for a full recovery... but where? The fact of the matter there was only one place Harry would truly be happy.

###

"Jake!"

Jake yelped quickly throwing the covers over himself to hide the cauldron as Vince jerked the privacy curtain open.

"Do you mind!" Jake yelled "That was closed for a reason!"

"Look you can have a good wank some other time" Vince rolled his eyes

"Wank?" Jake blinked not familiar with the British word

Vince rolled his eyes again "Masturbate" well Jake's face turned crimson Vince demanded "Come on! We got detention with Snape soon we got to get to his potions lab" and with that he left

Jake looked around outside his curtain to make sure no one was there before getting out of bed well hugging his cauldron tightly to his chest. His eyes darted around the room suspiciously. He didn't want anyone else to see it, especially not Teddy. With how much Teddy knew about Dragon he'd definitely try to get rid of his treasure. Jake stuffed his gold in his backpack and pulled it on before making his way into the common room. All the other Slytherins who were in the fight were already there waiting on him... well almost everyone.

"Where's Draco?" Jake asked Cloud

"He had some kind of family emergency" the older boy shrugged before the prefects began walking them out of the common room.

###

Snape sighed when he heard a knock on his door. He had considered giving a last minute reprieve from detention but decided that wouldn't be best for the children. They needed to get their punishment out of the way so they could enjoy their weekend.

At the moment his little Slytherins were a sea of unhappy faces as all children 14 and under gutted the grossest ingredients Snape had well his older students scrubbed crusty Cauldrons. All the poor Slytherins were feeling very sorry for themselves as they reflected on their wrong doings... well most.

Mister Long suddenly laughed "GROSS!" the other students gave him strange looks well he giggled a bit as he squeezed out the acid from a small green cube that looked much like gelatin. The acid was used as the beast's digestive juices so Mister Long had to handle the creature with Dragon Scale gauntlets... a tad morbid given the boy's heritage but he didn't seem to make the connection. No the troubling thing was he was LAUGHING at the disgusting green slime and the antics of the cube as he squeezed it. This cube was young. Its acid was not yet dangerous to humans, it ate mostly fruit and insects at this stage, in fact it was actually helpful in various potions such as a cure disease. Snape had had it for a few months now and so was it knew when it was time to have its acid collected. It kept trying to escape the boy and getting slime all over him in the process to which the boy was actually ENJOYING the experience.

"Mister Long!" Snape snapped "You're being punished!"

"Sorry sir" Jake snickered

"If you find that so amusing Mister Long then perhaps you should help out the older students"

"No sir I'm good" the boy insisted

"Go!"

"Ah man" the boy groaned putting the slimy ooze monster back into it's jar before sitting down with the older students as they scrubbed cauldrons.

Snape continued to watch him and although the boy didn't seem to he enjoying himself he wasn't exactly bothered by it either. Snape groaned wanting to kick himself. Of course these things wouldn't work as a deterrent, the young Draconic Sorcerer was the apprentice to a potions master. He probably did task like these daily from a young age as simple chores. It wasn't going to work as a punishment with that kind of mindset "Mister Long"

"I swear I'm not enjoying myself!" Jake yelped

"But neither are you bothered by it. Do something productive and read your Transfiguration book" Snape smirked as Jake groaned in misery. Judging by his lack of ability in that area Transfiguration most be his least favorite class "Clean yourself up and sit in the corner to read"

"Can't I at least read my potions book? Everyone else is doing potions stuff"

"None of them are enjoying this side of being a Potioneer. By your attitude I haven't the slightest doubt you will make a fine potions master some day" Snape praised letting the boy smile for a second before cutting him with "But if you don't apply yourself more in Transfiguration you're likely to get a Troll and that will not bode well for your backside" Jake groaned "Hop to it Mister Long. Read for an hour then I expect a foot long essay on the mechanical theory of Transfiguration"

"Aw man" Jake whined getting up

"Indeed"

###

"It's good to see you again Lao" Professor Bruttenholm smiled sipping his tea. He was a skinny, older man with puffy gray hair and a goatee "How long as it been? Ten? Twenty days?" he joked about the last time they'd been called together to solve a problem. The BPRD branch of the FBI did frequent work with the American Dragon.

Lao smiled back "I'm glad they sent you, Trevor. There is much Jake can learn from a mage of your skill" the old dragon lost his smile "I'm sorry he couldn't greet you as well but he's currently in detention"

Professor Bruttenholm chuckled "Think nothing of it. My boy is quite the rapscallion as well. I know people think he's grown but he hardly acts like it"

"How is your son?"

"He drinks and smokes far too much for my liking. He thinks just because he's an Arch devil he's invincible. Hellboy always has had a rather large opinion of himself... I seriously believe that the fact he ages slower stunts his mental development as well. He might resemble a human thirty year old but he still behaves like a teenager. Scans of his brain show it is still developing and in fact so is his body. It might have been helpful to know how long puberty was going to last when I adopted him, then I wouldn't have given him so much freedom and treated him like an adult before he was emotionally ready. It's hard to set things back now after that mistake. He's resentful of having a taste of adulthood only to be told he's not ready"

"You're doing a good job" Lao insisted "Most humans wouldn't have the patience to tend to the needs of a hell spawn. Devils require a good deal of care at this age but they are instinctively beings of order so they obey authority figures... at least those that prove themselves worthy of obedience"

"Unfortunately the Head of the BPRD has not. Hellboy doesn't respect him in the least and he's deliberately doing things I don't approve of because he knows he doesn't either. That and it appears his instinctual need to explore his environment has kicked in at this stage which is difficult for him to do given he's a seven foot tall red ape with horns. He wants to be outside more then anything but the Bureau wants too keep him locked up unless there is an emergency that requires his assistance. I tried explaining that goes against his natural instincts but they hardly listen. There are a few magical outpost in our city he could visit but... The muggles that oversee our Bureau don't want to risk it. In some ways it be easier if we just completely hide from them as Britain does but working with the muggle government has it's advantages but it makes it harder for the nonhumans"

"In theory but from what I've seen nonhumans have very few rights here. Goblins, one of the most dignified and politically powerful races on the planet, even get very little respect here"

"I am aware, I was born in this country you know" he sipped his tea "I was what they call 'Muggleborn', did I ever tell you that? My parents couldn't use magic and didn't even know it was real until my Hogwarts letter but they decided to send me to the academy at Salem instead. They read some books they got from Diagon Alley and did a large amount of research before deciding that was what was best for me. I fell in love with the country and decided to move there after I graduated. Got a job as a Paranormal consultant for muggles and the rest you know"

Lao chuckled "You were just a boy when I met you. Wided eyed and curious, feeling so grown up that you were speaking with the President on matters of magical defense"

"I was hardly the only one, Roosevelt was listening to any wizard who was willing to speak with him. He even offered mages good benefits and paychecks if they joined his magical Black Ops organization"

"I should probably speak to the children about that time period. Wizards were highly involved in World War Two and is largely responsible for the current relationship the Magical World has with the American mundane's government. Of course most of these children should know this as common knowledge but they know so little of the outside world"

"I don't know how any culture would ignore what the Nazis did especially the Wizards. They were far too large a threat after Grindlewald started handing over potions and magical artifacts to Hitler's army and the experiments they performed on not only wizards but other muggles... Hitler was proof of how dangerous muggles can be when exposed to magic"

"I remember" Lao sighed taking another sip of his tea. For hours the two reminisced about old times, grateful they could talk without the world crumbling around them.

###

"Albus!" Arthur Weasley grinned as the old headmaster stepped through the floo "Hopefully this is a social call"

"I'm afraid not my boy" the aging man looked so grave

Arthur sighed "What did they do now?" thinking the twins got themselves in trouble again. It really was far too nice of Albus never to have suspended the boys. They couldn't have gotten in half the amount of trouble they did at another school.

"What mischief the twins have gotten into as of late is unknown to me" the headmaster gave a slight smirk before it vanished "I have a rather large favor to ask of you and Molly"

"I'll go get her, please have a seat" Arthur left the room well Dumbledore sat down in a lumpy chair. A few moments later he came back with his wife.

"What do you need Albus?" The plumb woman asked taking a seat herself

"I need to know if you won't mind looking after Harry" Albus asked

"You mean for the summer?" Arthur smiled

"We would love to" Molly assured "If we start saving money now it shouldn't be a problem"

"That wasn't actually what I had in mind" Albus confessed "I was hoping for a more... permanent situation"

The Weasleys stared at him for a moment before Molly howlered "What did they do!?"

"Pumpkin" Arthur tried

"I tried to tell you Albus. I told you they had bars on the Windows and were starving the boy"

"They told me crime was up in the area so they put bars up to protect against a break in and that money was tight so they couldn't afford to feed the children their fill" Albus sighed "I actually gave them more money to help but you were right Molly I never should have trusted that woman. I assumed she would care for her sister's child the way she would have cared for her own but... Harry showed me scars on his back and implied the Dursleys gave them to him"

"They BEAT him!?" Molly raged

"The ministry has been informed but now Harry is without a home. I need someone to look after him. Someone I know I can trust"

Arthur put his hand on Molly and answered for them both "We'd love to take him in. It's an honor you would trust us with his care"

"I won't just be him... hopefully" Albus explained "Harry still needs to live with a biological relative in order for the Blood wards to protect him so if you agree to take Harry you must also take the Dursleys' son Dudley"

"Of course Albus" Molly agreed immediately "The boy will need a home to. Merlin knows what those people have been putting the poor boys through"

"The ministry might not give me custody of the muggle boy but it would be best to keep him and Harry together. I'll speak with both of them regularly about what the Dursleys put them through" It was customarily for abused children to frequently be counseled by their head of house but give the situation and the fact Dudley not have a head of house it be best if Dumbledore was responsible "I'll have the Goblin's transfer the money I was giving the Dursleys to you from now on as well as a little extra to help take care of the second child"

"That won't be necessary" Arthur assured

"You're already struggling as it is" Albus insisted "The money will help with bills and food, getting the house fixed up and maybe some new furniture and clothes and even the occasional treat for the children"

"You don't have to bribe us Ablus" Arthur insisted "We already said 'yes',"

"The money is not a bribe, it is an old man's way of feeling like I'm contributing to Harry's care" Ablus smiled

Arthur sighed "Alright Albus"

"Thank you Arthur , Molly"

"There is one thing you could help with" Arthur smiled "We need to add space for the other boys"

"Want me to set up the extension charms?" Albus smiled

"For little Ronnie's room" Arthur smiled back "I'm sure he and Harry would love to share a bunk but it's not really big enough for two children and possibly a third"

"I think I can help with that"

###

**A/N:**

I know a few people wanted to see Harry live with Lao but I just don't think it would make sense from Dumbledore's point of view. He just discovered Harry was being abused by people he trusted with the boy's care. He's not about to hand him over to a stranger, especially not one who's been so difficult in regards to his own grandson. Dumbledore does not know Lao. He does know that Harry loves the Weasleys and that they love him. A family Dumbledore has known for years all the way back to when Mr. & Mrs. Weasley were children going to his school and even knew THEIR parents as they went to Hogwarts. It might be a big family but that just means they have a lot of experience raising children and the money Albus will provide will make it easier on them, although they will still have to buy second hand stuff they will be able to provide for all the kids.

This does not mean Harry will not go to America. I have a plan to get him there that will stay true to the plot.


	15. Chapter 15

Harry was breathing hard and biting his lower lip. He kept imagining this was so cruel dream. Not cruel in the sense it was bad only in the sense that he was certain he would wake up at any moment. He was expecting all this too be stripped away from him just like he always suspected that his friends would abandon him as soon as they realized what a freak he was. It was simply too good to be true.

It started when he woke up. Mr. Weasley and Dumbledore were there in the hospital room. His immediate reaction was to ask if Ron was okay then listing all the other Weasley children. He was relieved to hear they were all well but confused to know what Mr. Weasley was doing in the hospital wing at Hogwarts.

"Albus told me you would need a new home" Mr. Weasley had smiled and Harry's heart stopped. The boy's mind went blank as he stared not even daring to hope "I was wondering if you'd like to live with me and my family"

Harry sat petrified unable to think or respond. Ever since he stayed at the Weasley's last year he'd been envious of Ron. The Weasleys, in his mind, were the perfect family. You could feel the love oozing off the walls of their mismatched house.

Mr. Weasley frowned not understanding the boy's lack of response. He thought he'd be thrilled. He sat on the boy's bed and looked deep into his empty eyes "I know who don't have much but we'll give you a home. I'll always make sure you have a full belly and warm clothes, they might not be the latest fashions but-" The man was cut off as Harry lunged at him. Wrapping his arms around his neck in a hug.

The boy's voice was shaky, laced with fear of rejection "Do... do you mean it?" he whispered hugging tight.

"I do Harry" Mr. Weasley answered after getting over the shock. He hesitantly wrapped his own arms around the boy, hugging him back well scared he might break him "I want you to live with us, we all do. We already consider you apart of our family and it would make us all very happy if you moved your skinny little bum into Ron's room"

Harry choked "For... for..." he could do this. It was one simple question but thankfully he didn't have to.

"For as long as you need, forever if Molly has her way. She doesn't want any of the kids to move out" Mr. Weasley chuckled "Harry" getting serious "I imagine you're upset about not going to Hogsmeade but I think I have somewhere you would like to go instead"

"Where?" Harry's curiosity got the better of him. He meant to tell Mr. Weasley that he didn't have to take him on trips.

"Home" Weasley answered

"Home?" Harry whispered the word tasting strange. He had lived at the Dursleys but they made it clear he wasn't welcome their. It wasn't his home.

"That's right, your home, our home. Every weekend I'll be bringing you and the others home so you can get used to the idea of your new family. They'll probably want to stay for Hogsmeade but that will just give me and Molly time to get to know our new son better. Then you can play with your new siblings that night and all of Sunday. Does that sound good?"

"... yeah" Harry whispered

"Do you want to go home now? Molly already collected everyone else and is giving them the good news"

Harry could only nod into the shoulder and reluctantly let go.

They went into McGonagall's office and used her private Floo to the Barrow.

"Isn't this great mate!" Ron yelled "We're brothers!"

Now he was standing in his and Ron's room looking on in amazement. Mr. Weasley smiled shaking his head at the door "Albus got a little carried away"

"No kidding" Ron smiled

The room was HUGE, or should he say 'rooms'. There were five doors surrounding a lounge area. One door behind them which lead to the hallway, two doors near the corners of the right wall (the furthest door lead to a bedroom well the nearest leading to a bathroom which was designed like public one except nicer. It had five tinny rooms with just a toilet, three sinks with a large mirror, an area to hang your robes and cubbies for whatever, and in the back their was a communal shower with three shower heads and a large tube off at the end that was big enough to be a small pool. It could easily fit the entire Weasley family), the door on the left lead to another bedroom and was close to the far wall so that there was plenty of room to fit everything in the lounge area, and the door on the far wall was was righ beside the far door on the right and lead to another bedroom. All the bedrooms were the same size thanks to the bathroom. The room to the right (Harry's room which had everything in it from his place at the Dursleys only nicer future and all the toys and books had been repaired) would have been longer then all the other rooms but the bathroom took up the extra space he would have had. The rooms surrounded a sitting room designed much like the Gryffindor common room only smaller but still huge enough to fit the hall Weasley family. The walls actually looked kind of cluttered but the room still felt open with how big it was. The left wall had lots of book cases filled with books where the right wall had three deck fully stocked as well. The far wall had three toy long and shelves above them filled with toys. The center of the room had a large couch big enough for five people and four comfy chairs around a large coffee table.

Looking at all the wonderful things in the room Ron suddenly remembered his family's financial situation "H-how... How can we afford this?" were his parents dipping into Harry's vault? Ron knew they never steal money from Harry but...

"Have you ever tried to tell the Headmaster 'No'? It seems only to encourage him" Mr. Weasley chuckled "After Albus was done setting up the expansion charm he insisted on taking me and Molly to a 'quick'" the man actually used air quotes "trip to Diagon Alley where he bought half the stores out and kept insisting everything he got was entirely necessary. I made it clear to him this was a one time thing and only letting him do it to celebrate Harry moving in but... that just made him buy more stuff" he shook his head

"We put all the stuff out here for you boys to enjoy together except for Harry and Dudley's new bedroom furniture"

"Dudley!" Harry yelped looking around. Three desk, three toy boxes, three rooms, three shower heads, three three three!

Mr. Weasley frowned at Harry's reaction "We agreed to take him to in order to keep up the Blood wards. I know we don't know the boy but we figured he'd need a home to"

"T-that's great" Harry laughed nervously. Guess that proved it was real because that definitely wasn't too good to be true. Dudley bullied him his whole life. Strangely the fact there was a problem made Harry more comfortable "When's he coming?"

"We'll know later today IF he's coming. Albus just left to speak with the Ministry. They might not give him custody of a muggle child but given that he's vital to keep up the blood wards they likely will. Child custody cases are handled immediately and never take too long... at least in the wizarding world"

"G-great!" Harry gulped

"Aren't you happy to learn your cousin is going to be staying with us" Mr. Weasley frowned

"I didn't know you had a cousin!" Ron looked hurt

'That's because I'm ashamed to be related to him' Harry thought but didn't say it "I'll tell you about him later" he promised. Ron should be prepared.

"Breakfast!" come the call from downstairs and Harry gladly ran out the door and away from the conversation.

###

"The muggle child is currently in our custody" The woman informed "However I can't simply give him to you. Blood wards or no in instances like this all family members aware of magic are Oblivated. It's standard protocol"

Albus sighed "I believe 'Protocol' can take a back seat given the circumstances. Lily sacrificed her life to put up those blood wards" The woman was rather clever and used her death to fuel quite a number of self sacrifice spells in order to protect Harry "It's the least we can do to keep them up"

The woman sighed back "Frankly Headmaster Blood magic is very dark and their aren't many people who'd be willing to trust the Boy-Who-Lived's safety on such a trade. Many people are shocked a good girl like Lily would even know such a crude art"

"Lily was a scholar of old magic. It helps protect her son" The woman leaned in a bit closer hoping to hear HOW it protects him but was sadly disappointed. Dumbledore made sure how Harry survived that night stayed out of public knowledge "What if I agreed to remove him from the muggle world"

"Removing him is the problem" She huffed "It wouldn't be fair to expect the child to exist in our world not to mention dangerous. He might grow resentful"

"Not if he was no longer a muggle" Dumbledore smiled

"You mean to transfigure him into a dog?" she snorted

"I intended to turn him into a Cleric" Dumbledore continued to smile

The woman blinked "A Cleric? That... that might work. His spell casting would be more limited but he would be able to perform magic? Quite powerful magic if the stories are true... normally we only allow Squib children to undergo the ritual but... given the circumstances I can push the paper work. This of course will have to be discussed with the Clerics"

"I can perform the ritual myself. My family was quite practiced with it at one point and I would like it if the boy became a Cleric to Hecate"

"I'm afraid I can't allow that. The boy will undergo the ritual by certified Clergy and they always let the child choose who to serve but afterwards... I would have no problem placing him in your custody. Provided you INFORM us where you will be keeping the boys this time. I will not listen to a speech about it being better for his safety. Potter's medical history proves the Ministry needs to be involved. Who's he staying with?"

Dumbledore sighed "The head of the Weasley family. I will be supplying them with a monthly allowance to help with caring for the children"

The woman snorted "As if they need any more children" but didn't comment beyond that "Let us speak with the Clerics"

###

Jake felt a tad cranky that he had to leave his gold in his dorm, that it was no longer touching his skin. Still he needed to see Gramps and say hello to the Battle mage that would be teaching him. He wasn't doing any training today but he still had to meet the guy and be polite. He grinned remembering what the guy would be teaching him. A real life Battle mage.

When Jake so how old the guy was he only rejoiced. He was definitely a Master by the way he carried himself and no young mage was a master of battle magic.

"I'm really looking forward to our first lesson Sir" Jake smiled

"I'm glad to hear it" the old man answered with a straight serious face, holding himself with the type of dignity Gramps wanted Jake to have. Maybe this wouldn't be so much fun.

###

"Isn't this brilliant Harry" Ron smiled sitting in his new comfy chair of his own personal sitting room "It's as if we got the common room all to ourselves. Dumbledore really went all out with these welcome home presents"

'Must feel guilty' Harry thought but didn't say it. The mere mental acknowledgement was enough to make himself feel guilty. He thought Dumbledore knew all about what happened at the Dursleys but it turned out he didn't have the foggiest. The second he found out he immediately took Harry away from that awful place. Oh Merlin please say he didn't tell the Weasleys what his life was like. That would be beyond embarrassing. It was bad enough what they knew about what happened his summer before his second year at Hogwarts. They hadn't known about the cat flap the Dursleys had on his bedroom door to feed him a can of soap once a day or the the fact he only had the room for a year at the time. They kept him locked up in the cupboard under the stairs most of his life, only letting him out to do all the chores around the house and for school to keep up appearances. They freaked when his letter had his cupboard written on it and thought someone was watching them but it turns out... truthfully Harry didn't have a clue how his cupboard got on there because clearly Dumbledore didn't know about it.

What if the Weasleys tried to make him talk about it!? That would be horrible! Hopefully Dumbledore kept it to himself.

"You okay mate?" Ron asked looking worried "You're happy to be here right?"

Harry smiled "Of course I am it just feels so unreal"

Ron smiled back "I'm just glad Mum was finally able to convince Dumbledore to let us take you. She's been mental ever since you came to stay with us last summer. What the paper said about you blowing up your aunt didn't help. A boy your age shouldn't be having fits of accidental magic. She was convinced they were doing something horrible to you"

'Great'

"And then with Black on the loose she's been having panic attacks"

"Right Black, I actually forgot about him" Harry shrugged. He was the reason Dementors were at the school and- "My lesson!"

"Eh?" Ron blinked

"Professor Lupin was supposed to teach me how to handle Dementors yesterday! He's going to think I skipped out on him!"

"I'm sure the teachers know you were in the hospital wing. McGonagall knew, she's the one that told me, by the way why were you-"

"Have you seen the chess set?" Harry quickly interrupted, trying to distract his friend "It's got Quidditch players for pieces"

"I know right!" Ron grinned getting the chess set and putting it on the table so they could play.

Harry just sighed in relief. Ron was a good friend despite appearances but he was really easily distracted.

The door suddenly opened and the other Weasley children walked in. The twins grinned mysteriously looking around well Ginny smiled bashfully. Percy, a Prefect and the oldest of the kids still at home, held his head high examining the room.

Fred and or George whistled "Impressive" "Most impressive" they smiled

"Haven't you ever heard of knocking!" Ron yelled

Percy looked down at him, both figuratively and literally, "Mother said we could use this room whenever we wanted to as long as we don't invade your bedrooms"

"This is my bedroom!" Ron argued

"That" Percy pointed at the door on the far wall "is your bedroom. This is the kids' room. Mother was very clear on that"

Ron pouted not wanting to share his awesome new room or any of the things inside.

Percy rolled his eyes "We let you spend hours up here by yourselves now it's our turn"

"I'm not leaving! This is my room!"

"No one said you had to leave but it's not your room it's all of ours. Just because it's directly connected to your bedroom doesn't make it yours"

The twins snickered "Come on Ronniekins- You can't keep this whole room- to yourself when you've got- a hurd of unappreciated siblings" George went to look at the toys well Fred went over to the books.

Precy went to the books to well Ginny hesitantly smiled at Harry "Welcome to the madness of our family. Don't worry, it's contagious so soon you won't even notice" then she went to the toys. All the Siblings ignored the pouting Ron from that point forward.

###

Dudley sat in the office curled up on the couch as he cried. The freaks had taken away his parents in the middle of the night and dragged him here. He heard one of the freaks say that his parents were having their souls ripped out and fed to monsters. No wonder his dad hated these freaks so much. They were EVIL! First that giant gave Dudley a tail when he was eleven, that had been embarrassing but it really hurt when he got it surgically removed. Their were bloody bones in that tail with nerve-endings around it. Even though the Doctor's put him under he was still in incredible pain when he wake up. Then Harry inflated his favorite aunt and nearly killed her. Now they were straight up murdering his parents. These freaks may look human but they were vile creatures. It was their nature just like his father always said.

"Don't worry kid" one of the freaks SMILED at him "They won't hurt anyone again. Come on, we need to get you to the hall of Clerics. The minister agreed to let you stay with us if you became a Cleric" not in the least bit explaining what a Cleric was but that was mostly his own ignorance at muggle knowledge.

Dudley was too busy crying to resist. He was taken to a large chamber filled with candles and runes. People were chanting what sounded like none sense.

"Drink this" A man handed him a cup of holy water and he was so thirty, his throat so dry and cracked from crying, he drank it without question. He never was the brightest person. Suddenly the room faded away and voices began to whisper around him. They were talking to each other, so many voices in his head.

"Interesting" a sinister voice chuckled, as he listened for it it got louder until it's voice was booming. There were still thousands of other voices whispering to each other as if they were fighting to get noticed "Such a damaged child these foolish wizards offer. So convinced of their own 'superior morality' they don't recognize the pain they cause... or how dangerous it is to expose such a wounded soul to the gods"

"Keep away from him" another voice got through the sea of whispers, a woman's voice "This boy needs help not to be manipulated for your game"

"But what a fun game. What do you say boy? I can give you power. I can give you strength. I can avenge your family and I ask for such a small price"

"Don't listen to him!" the other voice cried

Dudley looked around confused not understanding what was going on.

A new voice appeared "Do you really feel obligated to choose between 'good' and 'evil'. Such a narrow minded veiw of the world. I can offer so much more. To do what you want with no ties to morality. To not act for it or out of a need to spite it. To not avenge your family but save them"

"Save them?" Dudley choked

"You must not interfere with the natural order!" the second voice warned

the first voice yelled "They are dead and their souls belong to me! I will not relish them!"

"Like I've never stolen a soul from you before"

Tears ran down Dudleys eyes "You can really save them?" looking for the voice. As his eyes searched for it it was given form. A young man wearing green and gold armor bathed in light.

"It would require some trickery and a good bit of mischief, the things I'd expect of you, but I can return the souls to you" the man held out his hand.

Dudley hesitantly took it well he asked "Who are you?"

The man smiled a sly grin "I am Loki" and with that he vanished and the room returned to normal.

Dudley blinked still not quite sure what happened before feeling somthing move on his shoulders. Something heavy. He looked and saw a huge two headed snake with large feathered wings. Looking into their eyes he saw who it was, felt who it was "Mum, Dad?" the snake did not look pleased. That's all Dudley remembered before passing out.

###

A/N:

The Dursleys were not changed into a dragon but a Couatl with two head. They are only supposed to have one but Loki thought it be funny to make them a freak even by magical creature standards. It's also a type of punishment plus the only way they can converse with anyone is if Harry decides to translate for them. Most Couatl can speak English but as another punishment the Dursleys can't. They can only speak Snake and Draconian. Loki is based off the Loki from Marvel. He is the god of mischief and chaos (as well as magic) and well he is very selfish he is not pointlessly evil. Gods don't live in a linear sense so Versions of Loki were he is trying to kill Thor and even versions of Kid Loki were he admires his big brother may appear to Dudley and send him on a quest. My version of Kid Loki is different as the twins will later explain. He is not the most consistent god but easy to please as he smiles at the sight of pranks (The twins worship him and do many pranks in his name but they are not clerics and cannot commune with their god). Still superheroes do not live on this planet so Dudley won't be sent out to mess with Thor, his worshippers on the other hand...


	16. Chapter 16 Extended

**A/N:**

Because of how short the last chapter was and this chapter I decided to combine them. The next few chapters will be able Harry and Dudley

**Chapter 16**

Dudley woke up in a stange room with a comfy bed and all his things inside... well most of his things. Nothing from his second bedroom was in here, the one his parents let the freak sleep in where he kept all his broken toys and all those worthless books. In either case he knew this wasn't either of his rooms. It was longer but not as wide and the furniture wasn't arranged the same way (it wasn't even the same furniture) and none of his posters were in the right places.

He heard a hissing like snore and saw a winged two headed snake in a nearby Snake habitat in the corner by his bed. It wasn't a dragon it was an actual Snake with two heads and bird like wings. Seeing them he suddenly remembered all the horrible things that happened earlier.

He jumped out of bed in a panic and opened the door. He ran into a sitting room with lots of other doors and just kept running straight, hoping to stumble on the exit. He barged inside and found his second bedroom only with different, nicer, furniture. All the books were in fancy bookshelves and all the toys had somehow been repaired and in an open toy box. There was a rustling sound from the occupant in the nice bed with silk sheets rose.

"Dudley?" The occupant rubbed sleepies from his eyes as he got his glasses from a bedside table

"Harry!?" Dudley cried in an accusing voice "T-this is all your fault! Why else would wizards attack and kidnap me!"

Harry sighed "You haven't been kidnapped. The courts took you away from your parents because they are abusive arses... I didn't know the wizards would do anything to them..."

"Well they need! They murdered them and brought them back as SNAKES!"

"A snake" Harry shrugged "And I know they've been hissing insults at me since they got here"

"They can talk?" Dudley blinked

"No I speak snake, it's a rare gift among wizards"

Dudley stared at him not knowing if he was being sarcastic.

"I suggest you not tell anyone. If they find out the Snake is your parents who knows what they'll do. So far they think it is 'a gift from the gods' and I'd like to keep it that way so they don't get hurt"

"A gift from they- hurt? What are you talking about?"

"Look Mr. and Mrs. Weasley will be here soon. They put a ward on your bed to tell them when you wake up. They'll explain everything just don't tell them who the snake is" Harry took his glasses off and actually laid back down!

"Don't ignore me you little-"

"You're currently in a house full of wizards" Harry smiled seeing fear spread on Dudley's face before closing his eyes and falling back asleep. He normally would never dare sleep in front of Dudley, who knew what the boy would do to him, but he felt safe in his nice warm bed.

Dudley ran out of the room and frankly looked around the sitting area. One of the doors opened and two gingers walked in with an old man who looked like Merlin. One of the gingers was a plumb woman, although Dudley probably weighed more, carrying a tray of biscuits and tea. The other was a tall man with a little bit of a belly himself but not much. They all were dressed in robes like they were in a medieval movie.

"Stay back!" Dudley screamed

"It's okay, We aren't going to hurt you" The woman smiled going over to the coffee table and putting the tray down. The old man sat on one of the chairs well the two gingers sat on the couch and patted a free space between them "sit down, have a biscuit, we have a lot to talk about"

Dudley did his best to glare but the biscuits did look good. They were chocolate chip. His mouth watered and his stomach got the best of him. He sat down but not on the couch, one of the chairs as far away from the old man as possible. He grabbed a cookie and stuffed it in his mouth.

"I know a lot happened today" The old man smiled with his eyes twinkling "I'll try to explain what happened. My name is Albus Dumbledore" What kind of stupid name was that "These kind people are Molly and Arthur Weasley. They have agreed to watch you for me"

"Watch me" Dudley shuddered getting a bad feeling.

"Yes you see evidence of your parents... mistreatment of yourself and Harry was-"

"My parents never laid a hand on me!" Dudley defended

"Sweetie" The woman, Molly, said patiently "The ministry has records of abuse. Harry had-"

"That freak got everything he deserved!" Dudley yelled "My father worked hard and that freak was nothing but a burden taking all of my father's money and giving nothing in return" all the adults looked stunned.

"Dudley" Albus' eyes were no longer twinkling, they looked hard "I gave your parents the equivalent of three hundred pounds a month to take care of Harry. He cost your family nothing"

"T-that's not true. My father-"

"Your father was a liar and a cheat. He abused a boy in his care for years"

"No he didn't!" Dudley denied "Dad was just trying to make sure he didn't end up like his drunken Parents"

"His WHAT!?" Molly hollered and Dudley cowered remembering what they were. They could turn him into a toad and step on him! "I knew Lily for years. She didn't even like the taste of alcohol!"

"Dudley" Albus tried "What did Harry do to deserve being beaten so badly"

"He's a freak!" Dudley said instantly

"How so?" Albus asked

Dudley opened his mouth then closed it thinking "He... he... he's always doing weird things!"

"What kind of weird things?"

"He turned our teacher's hair blue in primary school"

"and?"

"When my mum cut his hair it all grew back the next day! He once made the glass on a snake cage disappear and then he locked me inside it! He kept setting my toys on fire and one time he covered my skin in boils!"

Albus smiled "Children do accidentally magic all the time. They have no control over their magic when they are young. If your parents had called me I could have fixed your toys and healed the boils instantly before giving Harry a stern talking to about controlling his emotions but that would be all the boy needed. Accidental magic is controlled by the subconscious and cannot be truly controlled until the magical core stabilizes. Harry never meant to hurt you"

"Yes he did. He's an evil freak!" Dudley

"I don't remember giving you boils" Harry poked his head out, wearing his glasses again. With how much Dudley was yelling he couldn't sleep.

"Yes you did!" Dudley screamed "You did it when we were three all because I wouldn't share my animal crackers with you! I had to go to the emergency room! That's why mum never let you eat the crackers again"

"Like Dumbledore said he could have removed the curse if you're parents didn't hate magic so much. Then you wouldn't have had to suffer. It was their fault not mine"

"When we first got you you were always burning things and exploding things and throwing things around the house. I didn't understand it back then but mum told me how you shattered every window in the house! She had to lock you in the cupboard to stop you from destroying everything!"

"Dudley" Albus got the boy's attention "The boy was young and just watched his parents get murdered in front of him. He was a baby too small to know anything other then he was scared. If your mother told me he was lashing out with magic I could have set up wards to keep it under control. A baby can hardly be blamed for that. Its no different then keeping the grown ups up with crying"

"Mum said he nearly killed her!"

"Baby magic isn't strong enough to kill anyone Dudley it's been proven. I explained all this to her before I brought Harry to them and she promised she'd contact me if anything went wrong. Since she never did I figured Harry was just too small to realize his parents were dead" Ablus sighed "I should have checked in more often but Petunia told me not to. That it would confuse Harry and she didn't want him involved with magic until he was older. She wrote to me frequently telling me everything was all right. Clearly your mother thought his fits were worth the money I was giving her and the protection the Blood wards offer"

"Blood wards?" Dudley blinked

"They are a form of magic that protects families from dark forces. They are the most powerful wards in existence but they require a loved one to die protecting a family member. Like Harry's mother did for him. I was hoping you'd agree to have the blood wards transferred to you to keep both you and Harry safe. It won't hurt, just a little incantation and your safe"

"I don't want that freak magic in me"

"Then why did you agree to become a Cleric?"

"Cleric?" Dudley blinked

Ablus looked shocked "Didn't anyone explain what you were agreeing to?"

"Agreed to what?" Dudley raised an eyebrow

"They just exposed you to the gods without explaining anything?" Albus groaned "Dudley a Cleric is a man who serves the gods"

"Like a priest?"

"Not exactly, you can directly communicate with your god through a ritual and are given special powers through prayer"

"I have powers! You mean like Harry!"

"Very much like Harry but you need to learn to control it just like Harry did"

"You mean I'm going to start putting boils on people!" Dudley yelped

"No, unlike a wizard you have to recite a prayer in order to call on a spell or channel your magic. It cannot be done subconsciously. I can teach you ruins to let you use common spells but you won't be able to cast them on your own but there are also powerful prayers that let you do things even wizards can't do"

Dudley frowned "So I'm a freak like Harry!"

"You're not a freak and neither is Harry" Ablus sighed "It's odd your mother agreed to accept Blood wards but never allowed any other magic, such as curing boils and broken windows. To brainwash a child with such hate well relying largely on wizards to survive. Your mother accepted a good bit of money from me to take care of Harry Dudley. Everything they ever told you was a lie"

"It was not! Your the one that's lying!"

"It's probably the first true thing he ever said" Harry mumbled

"Now that's enough" Molly warned "This is a lot to take in so why don't you two sleep on it and we'll speak more in the morning. Now off to bed boys"

Harry nodded and went back to his room well Dudley grabbed all the biscuits and went to his. He stopped at the door and glared at the wizards "What about my stuff?"

"I moved all your things into your room" Albus assured

"No you didn't! Harry's got all my things from my second bedroom!"

"Second bedroom?" Molly blinked

"It's mine now!" Harry yelled "I've been playing with that stuff ever since I got your precious 'Second bedroom'"

"You can't just steal my stuff freak!" Dudley screamed

"You never bothered with any of it"

"That's when it was all broken! Now they're fixed and I want them back!"

"Well you can't have them!"

"Boys!" Arthur called "Go. To. Bed." he ordered

"Not until he gives me back my stuff!" Dudley yelled

"Dudley we'll figure this out in the morning" Arthur sighed

"No I want it now!" Dudley screamed "NOW NOW NOW NOW NOW!" he stomped his feet and screamed at the top of his lungs.

Arthur stared in shock that a teenage boy would throw this kind of tantrum. He marched over and turned the boy around before landing his hand hard on the child's backside. Dudley instantly stopped screaming and dropped the biscuits. Arthur continued to smack the naughty boys rump well the boy begged him to stop.

Dudley had never been spanked before. He already felt hot tears pooling in his eyes.

Arthur finally stopped and turned the boy to face him "That better be the last time you throw a tantrum like that. Now go to bed!"

Dudley sniffed but obeyed, well he was going to, first he tried to pick up the biscuits but Arthur stopped him "I'll clean up the mess, bed" Dudley ran over to his bed and hide under the covers well Arthur banished the mess.

Harry smiled from his room, content after hearing Dudley get it for the first time in their lives.

Albus sighed looking at the gingers as they closed both of the boys' doors "I'll understand if the boy is too much trouble. I can place him in a chapel and let the Clerics-"

"That won't be necessary Albus" Arthur assured "We agreed to give the boy a home and we will. We just need to... reeducate him about some things"

"Then it might be best if both Harry and Dudley stay here, at least until Dudley agrees to accept the wards. It will also give the boys time to work out their differences. I can have their Homework brought here and tutor them on the subjects if they need it"

"That will be fine Albus" Arthur accepted

###

At breakfast Dudley was glaring harshly at his cousin well Harry was ignoring him completely. The rest of the family was sitting around the table talking all at once as they stuffed food in their mouths. The food was actually pretty good. His Snake Parents were on his shoulders eating the bits of food Dudley handed them. He tried to give some to his mum but the dad head kept stealing it, hissing angrily at her. Unknown to Dudley Vernon blamed her for their predicament. In his mind this never would have happened if she never begged him to take in the freak.

"That's one mean head" The little girl observed "You need to flick"

"WHAT!?" Dudley yelped

"You need to train it not to be so selfish, just give it a light Bap on the head when it tries to take the other head's food"

"I'm not going to hit my Da-snake" Dudley corrected himself

"I'll do it" Harry grinned mischievously

"Haven't you done enough" Dudley growled well all four eyes of the snake glared

"It's not like the other head will starve" The oldest boy shrugged "They share the same stomach"

"That's not the point Percy" the girl huffed

Percy ignored her "I'm more curious about what god would give you a two headed snake as a familiar, Hermes?"

"Errr he said his name was 'Loki',"

Percy groaned well the clones beamed "You're a Cleric- of our beloved god- Loki- tell us- is he pleased with our work- We gave all those- meatheads of Thor- pig faces!" they grinned at that but Dudley looked uncomfortable

"Boys" Molly glared "How many times have I told you to leave those kids alone"

"But it's Thor!" The twins whined "They're all such- complete self righteous- arses"

"Language!" Molly scolded "And I don't care if they worshipped Cthulhu everyone is entitled to pray to whatever deity they feel most comfortable. If we didn't believe that I most certainly wouldn't let you boys practice that hooligan's rituals"

"Loki's not a hooligan!" The twins yelled

"I'm a Christian!" Dudley barked

"Good for you" Percy rolled his eyes "So are we"

"But you said-" Dudley tried to get out

Arthur butt in "Dudley the largest wizarding religion is a combination of all religions. We believe there is one true god that created and controls everything but that there are also less powerful gods each focused in specific areas that serve under him followed by celestials and then powerful spirits. Unlike the muggle religion we have proof gods and celestials exist because of Clerics like you who can actually summon them, and any person with a high enough spirit awareness can see ghost. We don't actually have any proof that there is a God above everyone else or if the Lord of Devils Satan exist either but that's a matter of faith"

"What about Jesus?" Dudley eyed

"We know for a fact he was a demi god, a child born from a deity and a mortal, but there's no proof which on. He claimed to be the son of the 'one true god' and many wizards believed him but again it is a matter of faith. I'll let you read the Wizard's Bible later. That mostly just collects dust on a shelf but with you being a Cleric it is important for you to understand our religion"

"What if I don't want to?" Dudley glared

"Normally that would be fine but in your situation it would be extremely dangerous. Some gods or devils might try to take advantage of you if you don't know their history. You see the Wizard's Bible was written down by the disciples of Merlin a thousand years ago. It contains his knowledge of the gods and celestial beings as well as the History of the three realms. It said Merlin was so skilled in Divination, that's seeing the future, that he didn't experience time in a linear sense. That's where the old muggle myth about him aging backwards comes from"

"The Wizard Bible" The twins informed "Has the diary- of King Arthur in- it. That's a- fantastic read- It's amazing to see things- from a muggle perspective"

"You guys worship the most cliche wizard ever" Dudley snorted.

The twins started to giggle as Percy looked outraged "He's only cliche because- of how much wizards try to emulate him- Its so bad muggles picked up one the- name and learned his deeds before- the Statue of Security was placed down- Merlin would never have approved of it- he thought we should use magic and- muggle ingenuity to benefit all of- mankind, but even he admitted- that was wishful thinking"

Arthur smiled "He had a point though. Look what the Americans have accomplished after working with muggles for a few short decades. Their Techno Magic is amazing, puts the enchantments I made to shame"

"Their laptops are kind of cool" Harry agreed "Jake was showing it off on the train. It can hold over a Yottabyte of information. I don't think there's enough data on the planet to fill it up"

"There's an American going to your school?" Arthur blinked

The twins smiled "Jake Long- He's in our- Summoning Class- He let's the other- Slytherins mess with- This amazing piece of- Techno Magic- Don't know how- he smuggled it- into the country"

Percy glared "Techno Magic is strictly illegal for a reason. It's far too flashy and hard to explain to muggles. Dad went to extorting lengths to hide that flying car and it still wondup in muggle papers. That... Lap-top? will have to be confiscated immediately"

The twins snorted "Good luck- with that- The kid's family is some kind- of Royalty, Oi you got way more words then me!- he's got- diplomatic immunity- there you got some big words to make up for it- if anything- you'll get in- trouble for causing- a scene- Slytherins don't take- too kindly to having- their rights- interfered with"

"Diplomatic immunity doesn't mean he can get away with breaking school rules. Techno Magic is strictly forbidden by the headmaster"

"Now Percy" Arthur smiled "The lad's not hurting anyone. Techno Magic is heavily ingrained in American culture. I doubt you'll find a wizard in America who knows what to do with themselves without it. And if the lad comes from a family of diplomats I doubt he'll cause a scene with it. More then likely the headmaster already knows about it. He is a fan of making exceptions to his rules. For example he hasn't closed down the 'underground' ring the twins have with their pranking toys"

The twins eyes went wide, they didn't know their dad knew about that.

"That's only because they said some nonsense about practicing their religion when Filch caught them"

"We only wish- to please Loki- praise him- the god of- mischief" The twins giggled as they put in as much ham as possible into what they were saying.

Arthur chuckled "I only meant as long as he keeps the device in his common room he's not causing harm. Just let the boy be, there's no point to-"

"Go out of your way to be a prat"

"Ginny!" Molly gasped "You know better then to speak to your brother like that"

"Within mum's earshot" Ron mischievously mumbled

"Ron" Arthur eyed and the boy looked down chastised

Molly sighed "Honestly what kind of impression are we making on your new brothers"

Dudley snorted "That you're all completely mental"

"I don't mind" Harry grinned and Dudley looked shocked the freak would dare disagree with him. He clearly needed to be reminded of his place.

"When am I going to get my stuff back from my second bedroom?" Dudley asked

The freak flinched, good.

"We'll talk about that later" Arthur was no longer chuckling

"You said we'd talk about it in the morning. It's morning!"

"When the others leave for school" Arthur insisted

"But I want-"

"Dudley" Arthur's voice was sharp to cut into the whine that was coming out of the boy's mouth "I hope you're not planning on throwing another tantrum"

Dudley's eyes widened remembering last night "No sir" the freak was snickering until

"Harry" Arthur was using that same warning tone he used "Don't tease your cousin unless you expect to share his punishment, understand?"

Harry groaned, even the Weasleys were taking Dudley's side "Yes sir"

"We'll talk about the... bedroom situation later. For the meantime let's just enjoy our breakfast. It will be an entire week until we'll be doing something like this again"

The newest additions to the Weasley clan pouted until the other kids left and they were forced into the living room. Molly was busy cleaning the kitchen and they were left with only Arthur to deal with.

"Just tell Dudley he's not taking my stuff so I can leave" Harry growled before realizing how that sounded "Not that I WANT to leave, I really appreciate you taking me in, its just I'll be late for first period if I don't leave soon"

"You won't have to worry about that" Arthur assured "Neither of you will be leaving this house until you come to an understanding and Dudley accepts the Blood wards"

"Like hell that will happen" Dudley snorted

"This house is plenty warded to protect you both here but outside of it you are defenseless. The Blood wards will keep you safe wherever you are"

"Whatever," Dudley huffed "I want my stuff back"

"It's not his!" Harry spoke "He abandoned it all years ago. The only reason he wants it is so he can take something away from me!"

"I never gave that stuff up!" Dudley glared "The whole reason I had a second bedroom was because I didn't want to throw any of that away. You should be grateful mum let you play with MY stuff"

"It was all broken and destroyed!"

"But it's not anymore!"

"That doesn't mean you can take it back!"

"Boys, BOYS" Arthur actually had to raise his voice to get over the cousins' yelling, something his children learned long ago was never something they wanted their father to do. The new boys didn't seem to understand how close they were to getting their butts walloped but they quieted down instinctively "Please explain to me exactly what this 'Second bedroom' was"

Dudley spoke up "It's where I kept all my old stuff but that was too important to me to throw away"

Harry snorted "It was the Dursleys way of training their son to be a pack rat. Anytime he broke something it went right in the second bedroom"

"It's still my stuff!"

"Your mum threw away half of it and you never noticed!"

"STOP!" Both boys flinched Dudley for not being used to being talking to that way and Harry for hearing that tone too often. Harry knew Mister Weasley wouldn't hurt him but his body didn't. It wanted to get up and run but he forced it to be still "Harry" Harry flinched hearing his name and Arthur's eyes widened. He knew Harry had been abused and the last thing he wanted was to scare the boy or make him think that he would ever hurt him "Harry" trying again in a much softer, kinder tone "Did Albus accidentally pack up the wrong Bedroom?"

"No sir" Harry hung his head in shame "After I got my Hogwarts letter the Dursleys let me sleep in Dudley's second bedroom but it was still his"

"Where did you sleep before that?"

Harry mumbled something and Dudley smirked.

"What was that?" Arthur encouraged

Harry softly whispered but it was just loud enough for Arthur to hear "The cupboard under the stairs"

Arthur started at him a moment "The... cupboard... under the stairs" he repeated not fully digesting that. It took Dudley speaking up for it to fully register.

"That was too good for him! He shouldn't have been allowed in MY bedroom, thinking that gives him the right to touch MY stuff. My-" Dudley instantly shut up when he felt it. It was a type of energy in the air but it felt like unrelenting rage. Dudley didn't realize it was the magical auror of an extremely pissed off wizard but cowered from Mister Weasley on instinct.

Seeing the boy Arthur tried to calm himself down. The last thing he wanted was to lash out and hurt the child for what was undoubtedly his father's words. Children shouldn't be blamed for the sins of their parents and Dudley was still too young to form his own opinions. Honestly he should be starting to but with how his parents had raised him he was completely dependent and sheltered. He didn't know any better.

"Dudley" Arthur tried to talk rationally after getting control of his aura "You need to understand. You're parents were not right. Normal people don't starve children. They don't beat them and cover their bodies in scars. And they most definitely do not lock them in cupboards. It doesn't matter how angry they get. A normal, good person would not do those things to a child... no matter how strange they thought they were" Dudley nodded, too scared to argue "I need you to understand. I am not angry at you. You are a boy and didn't have the best example to show you the difference between right and wrong. Neither me nor my wife will ever hurt you. I imagine you will catch a lot of spankings with your attitude but you never have to worry about being hurt the same way Harry was, because that was wrong... understand?" Dudley hesitantly nodded "Now Dudley, about the things. You have plenty of nice things in your bedroom and Harry has so little. Would it be so bad to let him keep your things from your..." he took a deep breath to steady himself "Second bedroom"

"No sir" Dudley mumbled still scared and telling the man what he wanted to hear "He can keep it"

"Thank you Dudley" Arthur praised "That's very mature. Why don't you to go back into the children's sitting room and play for a bit?"

"Yes sir" the boys choired before running off

"I have NEVER" Harry gasped once they out in the children's sitting room "Seen Mister Weasley that angry! I didn't know he COULD get angry!"

Dudley just nodded hugging his Snake Parents. They had been cowering even more then Dudley. The large boy looked at them in concern "He can't ever find out who they are"

Harry nodded in agreement "No, he can't"


	17. Chapter 17

**A/N:**

If you haven't already please read the end of chapter 16 as I added 2000 words at the end. My original Chapter 17 was much too short so I decided to just put it under ch16 which was also unforgivably tinny.

###

Harry heard the floo roar from downstairs and wondered if Mister Weasley had left for work. Not long after there was a knock on the door to the Children's sitting room. Dudley didn't seem to be getting up, he was just laying on the couch playing his Game Boy. Dumbledore must have charmed it so it would work around magic.

"**Boy, get the door**" Vernon hissed on impulse. Dudley ignored the sound not recognizing the hissing as words but then Dudley wasn't the one Vernon was talking to.

"**Get it yourself**" Harry hissed back

"**What did you just say to me!?**" Vernon hissed his head shaking angrily

"**I said get the bloody door yourself. You've got hands don't ya?**" Harry smirked knowing full well snake's don't have hands

"**Now Vernon**" Petunia tried to be the voice of reason "**This is a big adjustment. Let's all just cool our heads**"

"**You stay out of this!**" Vernon demanded before looking at Harry with Dangerous eyes "**I'll give you one last chance boy. Get. The. Door.**"

"**Sod off**"

Vernon suddenly jumped on Harry, wrapping himself around the boy. "**Just because you freaks changed me into this THING doesn't mean I can't still teach a lesson you ungrateful brat**" Harry tried to break free of the snake but it was no use "**Stand up**" Vernon ordered "**I'm going to tan that arse of yours until you remember your place**"

"**Vernon calm down**" Petunia begged but did nothing to stop him, she never did.

Dudley was blinking before staring at the sudden commotion with a smirk.

Harry felt the snake squeezing him until he obeyed it but chose to do something else "HELP!" he screamed in English.

The door burst open and Dumbledore suddenly appeared jerking his wand forward. The snake suddenly dropped loosely around Harry, both heads unconscious.

"Dudley!" Dumbledore glared "why did you have your familiar attack Harry?"

Dudley's eyes bugged out of his skull "I didn't!"

"He really didn't" Harry insisted "I was having an argument with the snake and it attacked me"

Dumbledore blinked, he'd never heard of snakes attacking a Parselmouth but then he didn't know much about the ability "I'll have to bring it to Hogwarts with me"

"WHAT!?" Dudley howled

"Calm yourself child I merely intend to train it so the creature does not randomly attack people"

"You can't!"

"I'm not going to steal it child" Dumbledore insisted "But clearly you don't know how to control it"

"I'll get them under control please don't take them" Dudley begged giving Dumbledore the dreaded 'puppy dog' eyes.

Albus caved "Very well but this had better be the last time it attacks someone" Dudley smiled well Harry untangled himself from the snake "Just let me put it in the Snake Habitat" Dumbledore gathered up the snake from Harry and walked into Dudley's room. He came out a second later absent the reptile "Now boys I came here today to begin your lessons"

"Lessons?" Harry blinked

Albus chuckled "Forgive me my boy but we can't have you falling behind. Dudley will be studying my family prayer books and the Wizard Bible at first but we will need to get him caught up on his other classes. That should be easy with the first prayer I have to teach you"

Dudley was scowling but Dumbledore took it as just not wanting to study and not anything deeper. Albus reached into his robe pocket and pulled out several books, that couldn't have possibly all fit in his pocket. He laid them out on two of the desk and guided the boys in front of them.

"Harry I got the lesson plan for all your teachers over the next week so I'll go over them with you and help you with your homework. Dudley get started on reading the Wizard Bible. I'll teach you the prayers after you understand the dynamics of the gods. It may take you a few weeks to read through it all"

"No" Dudley glared

"I beg your pardon?" Albus blinked

"I'm not reading your freak Bible. I didn't even read the real one my mum had"

Albus sighed "Dudley this is the real one. To a certain degree all religious scriptures are real. Mortal thought and belief is a powerful thing. It is what gave birth to many of the gods, which is why they need worshippers to sustain them. It's all in the tome if you give it a try"

"I said NO!" Dudley growled stomping his foot.

"Dudley if you are going to have another tantrum I could very easily get Arthur up here"

Dudley's eyes widened

"Are you going to behave?"

Dudley frightfully muttered "I'll read the book"

"Good boy, both of you have a seat at the desks. Dudley get started reading the first section on the three realms and we'll go over it. Harry, Hagrid is still teaching about the different kinds of Hybrid creatures so find that chapter in your book"

###

The Wizard Bible was... different then the actual Bible. It gave equations and used scientific theories to explain the existence of the afterlife as if it wasn't just a matter of belief but undisputed fact. It talked about it not in metaphor but with clear cut answers and then explanations on why it was like that. There were three entire pages devoted to a single equation that claimed to prove the existence of the soul. The equation just looked like gibberish to Dudley but right after it the book went into detail explaining what each portion of the equation meant and honestly it really did make perfect sense. It made it sound so obvious that Dudley actually felt stupid for not realizing it. The Wizard Bible used a lot of science but gave explanations of it all even little kids would understand. Dumbledore said that although most wizards owned a copy of it very few actually flipped through it and read has it was much in the style of a child's text book for school. The only parts people really paid attention to were in the last chapter which were stories about Merlin and stories from the actual Bible but looked at them from a different perspective, a wizard's perspective.

The three realms, the book explained, where three plans of existence that stretched on forever. They were infinite but each realm had billions of dimensions that also inhabited them.

The Mortalverse was the realm Dudley lived in. The center was a giant black void that nothing existed in but connected to it where the infinite universes of a multiverse. Anything that could happen did happen in another universe. It was the only universe where everyone decision made, even if it was a decision made my a microorganism, created a new universe. There were also billions of pocket dimensions attached to each universe. The thing even talked about how certain alien species didn't exist in other universes with a page number directing Dudley to a section with Alien civilizations Merlin had mentioned.

Then there was the Spirit world which was an infinite blue sky with solid fluffy clouds that gave light. It had trillions of universes attached that were where souls of the dead were rewarded or punished until they were reincarnated. Some guy named King Yama, who was apparently the first mortal ever to die, judge most of the souls but he left his son Koenma in charge of looking after human souls. Apparently this was actually a birthday present Koenma got because the spirit prince was interested in humans and his father thought he'd like being trusted with a 'little' responsibility. Merlin described Koenma as a high strong toddler that had trouble dealing with all the souls even though he was only trusted with one species. Koenma also took it on himself to look after the souls of half immortals such as demigods, half elves, hanyou (which were apparently half demons), and more.

Immortal creatures mostly come from the realm between the Mortalverse and the Spirit World, often called the 'Space between life and death' or 'Purgatory'. It was a wasteland were creatures struggled to survive and would often escape into the Mortalverse looking for food. The problem was these creatures were made of solid energy without so much as an atom, energy that did strange things to the Mortalverse and endangered it in high doses. This was were most gods lived not inside the Spirit World. In fact most of the higher beings that where in charge of the Spirit World hated traditional gods and there was some kind of cold war going on. The book called the higher beings 'Ascended Mortals'. Each one was the combined consciousness of every version of themselves in the multiverse. They were as powerful as Elder Gods but they didn't require mortals to worship them. Some still did as it gave them greater power but not most. Merlin described them as uncaring snobs who sat on their clouds and let the other realms tear themselves apart and when they did intervene it would be out of bordom, toying with people's lives as if they were meaningless objects. The gods did much the same but they actually helped their followers where they could because they needed their prayers to sustain them and when a worshipper died they protected the soul for all eternity as that soul would give them greater power. It was purely selfish but the gods did look after their own. The Ascended Mortals hated the gods because they were always interfering with their 'grand plan' and 'stealing' mortal souls.

The book talked about the different types of demons which most weren't actually all bad they were just categorized that way because of the energy frequency of their souls.

The first were 'Mortal Demons' which were creatures that evolved inside the Mortalverse. These ones weren't true demons and were just as mortal as humans with special powers. Still they usually stayed dead after you killed them where immortal creatures from Purgatory are able to just build themselves a new body after they die.

Next were 'Sin Demons' that were created through intense negative emotions or thoughts drifting from the Mortalverse into Purgatory. Each represented one of the 'Seven deadly sins' and had a habit of tracking down the person who inadvertently created them and devouring their soul before moving on and enticing other people to give in to their darker desires before claiming their soul as well. Sin demons often work for a devil and gather souls for them but there are freelance ones.

Then there are 'Elemental demons' which originated from Elementals being mutated beyond recognition, tortured and violated both physically and psychologically much like how elves were transformed into orcs (according to Merlin). Their very souls were transformed beyond recognition to the point they were an entirely different species. Still Elemental demons are not evil. They are quicker to anger then their distant cousins and have harsher cultures but they are not evil. It seemed that they just wanted to be left alone for the most part.

Finally there were 'Beast Demons' which sounded the coolest. They were the mortal souls of animals that got trapped in between the Spirit World and the Mortalverse. They became corrupted by the energies of Purgatory until the energy frequency of their soul was unrecognizable as mortal. They learned how to build themselves bodies and became smarter as the centuries went by. They were power and cunning but even after they learned to talk and change shape they were still just animals. They were not evil but they were chaotic. They did what they felt like and were ruled by their instincts. Some of these demons could become powerful enough to take on gods. Werewolves and apparently other things starting with 'were' like werecats, wererats, werebears, weresnakes, came from these demons. Beast Demons actually thought of it as 'the ultimate gift' to give this power to a mortal but once it was out there it acted like a magical virus infecting whoever was bitten. Beast Demons could also grant the ability to talk to certain animals like birds, dogs, cats... snakes.

Dudley looked over at Harry. He said he could talk to snakes... did that power come from a deal with a demon? Could Dudley learn to talk to snakes? Dudley looked at his bedroom door and wondered. He wanted to be able to hear his mum's voice again. Would that be what it took?

"Eyes on the book Dudley" Dumbledore lightly chastised and Dudley went back to it, hoping to find something to say who he could find a snake demon and what to do in order to make it teach you it's language. Unfortunately there was nothing.

The book went straight into talking about sin and how most sins only existed because you believed you should be punished for them. Some of the only true sins involved murder, killing unicorns or drinking unicorn blood, destroying a soul (even the souls of trees), and the creation or use of something called a 'Philosopher's Stone' nothing that was really helpful.

###

Harry sat disappointed that he was missing Hagrid's lesson. He was just sitting here reading the entire chapter on Hybrid animals instead of actually seeing them and learn from Hargid hands on what they were and how to care for them. This was Dudley's fault for being a brat and not just accepting the Blood wards. Harry knew Dumbledore would never let him leave until the boy did but that would undoubtedly involve a lot of tantrums.

Dumbledore was nearby and answered all Harry's questions he had on Hybrid creatures but it wasn't the same. Harry wasn't Hermione. He learned by doing not reading. He actually had a good bit of trouble memorizing things from books. Hagrid didn't really make them study the whole book but as their was no Hagrid and Harry didn't know what creature he was supposed to be studying since Hagrid didn't give a lot of homework Dumbledore just had him read the section and talk about it with him.

Then they got to the good stuff with Dumbledore teaching him Transfiguration. Dudley actually sat in on the Potions lesson outside and brewed a simple potion himself before going back to reading the Wizard Bible. It was kind of shocking that Dudley wasn't whining more about having to spend his morning reading but he actually seemed pretty interested in it. Didn't figure Dudley was one for religious stuff. After Dudley finished reading the chapter is when he throw the tantrum because Dumbledore wanted him to take a quiz in a Cleric Novice quiz book. Of course he instantly got quite when Mister Weasley appeared (who had apparently taken the day off). Harry could only imagine what a terror Dudley would be when he realized Mister Weasley really wouldn't hurt him. Then Dudley would probably go back to bullying Harry all the time but now the Dursleys couldn't stop him from defending himself.

Harry was feeling... kind of anger. It was weird. When he lived with the Dursleys he accepted, for the most part, that that was his life. He'd grown used to being starved and beaten but now that it was over... all that hurt over the years was beginning to boil up to the surface. He was going his best to keep it down but he just felt mad and he really should. He had everything he wanted. He was living with the Weasleys for crying out load! He'd dreamed of being their child ever since first year when Mrs. Weasley gave him one of his very first Christmas presents. It was a hand knitted jumper with his initials on it. He still cherished it to the point he'd dare not wear it for fear of ruining it. He hid it from the Dursleys to keep it safe. He got any other one last year even though he hadn't outgrown the first. Ron said the Jumpers were a proud Weasley Tradition. They didn't get many gifts because they couldn't afford much but every year they could count on getting any other Jumper hand made by their mum. What other mum's cared enough to make things by hand, especially among wizards. Harry should be happy. He should be singing with joy but he found himself glaring at Dudley and his Snake Parents. In none of his dreams of his perfect life with the Weasley's were they here. They had no right to be here.

As the days passed Harry just got angrier as Dudley calmed down. Arthur would go to work, Dumbledore would came and teach them things, Arthur would come home and they'd all eat dinner together, then Dumbledore would leave and the Weasleys would share stories or play games with the boys. Dudley was getting more comfortable seeing the softer side of Mister Weasley which Harry knew didn't bold well for him in the future. Dudley was already beginning to act like his old bratty self.

Saturday morning came and Mrs. Weasley said the other children would be returning from Hogwarts for the weekend right after Hogsmeade, so not until at least 8. Harry was looking forward to seeing his best friend again along with all the other Weasleys but Dudley was strutting around the place like he owned it.

"Where's my Dragon?" Harry blinked looking at the empty space on the self. He built a Dragon out of the magic blocks Dumbledore bought them. The blocks stuck together so you couldn't take them apart unless you wanted to so you could move your creation around and it could fall over without breaking. Harry was going to show off what he made to Ron but he seemed to misplace the statute.

"I needed more pieces for my tower" Dudley shrugged. He was standing on the coffee table reaching as high as he could to add another block to the pointlessly high stack of blocks. The coffee table must have been magically charmed to be indestructible otherwise it would have surely been crushed under the boy's weight. True Dudley lost a good bit thanks to the potions the Weasleys were making him take that made him loose 40 pounds in a week but he was still overweight.

Harry stared at the tower as it clicked that that stupid thing is where his Dragon went. Harry saw red he picked up the towers and hit Dudley with it as hard as he could right across his fat face. Dudley's head snapped backwards as his body soon followed. He lost his balance and fell off the table, landing on his arm in a way it most certainly shouldn't bend.

Dudley stared shrieking bloody murder and for the first time in his life he had a reason to. Harry just stood there his eyes wide in shock at what he had done.

Mr. And Mrs. Weasley came charging in and immediately went to Dudley. It was stupid. It was so outrageously cruel of him and stupid but Harrt felt a stab of hurt that they would rush to Dudley like that. No one ever gave a damn about Harry after Dudley and his goons were finished with him and he more often then not was in worse shape. All Dudley had was a broken arm but Harry got lots of broken bones and bruised organs from his hands at the Dursleys. It was always worse the next day because his magic would heal all his injuries over night which would terrify his relatives and make them angry.

Mr. Weasley used magic to summon a potion and had Dudley gulp it down well he insisted it would "help with the pain" then Mrs. Weasley used a spell to set the bones. She then banished the broken bones in his arm. She was a lot more skilled at it then last year's defense teacher. Instead of banishing all the bones and turning it into a rubbery mess Molly just got rid of the ones that were too damaged to be repaired by magic before summoning a Skele-O-Grew potion from her stock and feeding it too Dudley. The gently levitated Dudley onto the couch, making sure he was comfortable and his arm safely kept in a sling, before they turned their eyes on Harry... who was still holding the tower.

Harry looked back. He wanted to say he was sorry, that he didn't mean it, but instead what came out of his mouth was "He took my blocks"

The adults looked at him shocked for a moment before Arthur ordered him to go to his room. His voice didn't sound mad just shocked as if he'd never seen Harry before. Still Harry dropped the tower and ran into his room as if Uncle Vernon was chasing him with the belt. He closed the door behind him but he was moving so fast that he accidentally slammed it. He flinched and waited a moment to hear if Mr Weasley was going to yell at him for that but it did come. Hesitantly Harry stepped away from the door and crawled into bed. Several minutes past before Harry regained the ability to think.

He hit Dudley... he really hurt him. He always thought that would make him feel good but he just felt sick... He hit Dudley... he didn't really do anything to deserve to be hit either... well not THAT hard. Dudley was just being a selfish git like he always was but... The Weasleys got along great with Dudley. Sure Mr Weasley threatened to spank him a few times but other then that first night it didn't happen. The twins liked him because he was a Cleric to their god... Harry didn't even know what that really meant but suddenly Dudley had magic too taking away the last thing Harry had to himself.

Looking around the room he realized he had lots of nice things now but still none of it really felt like his. He was still expecting it all to be stripped away and this looked like the perfect reason to do just that. Dudley was just so much easier to love then Harry. He had tons of friends and he always chased everyone who wanted to get close to Harry away. Why should that be any different in the wizarding world? Dudley got everything... even Harry's dream home.

Harry felt tears burn his eyes and slide down his cheeks. He pushed his face hard into the pillow trying to stop his pointless whimpering. He hated crying. Uncle Vernon always got so mad when he cried.

There was a knock at the door and without being given permission Harry heard it open. He kept his face buried in the pillow though. There were steps coming towards him but Harry forced himself to stay still. He wasn't going to run. The Weasleys wouldn't hurt him, they couldn't. He was safe here, he kept telling himself. The weight on the bed shifted as someone took a seat beside him. Harry violently flinched when he felt a hand on his back. The hand just stayed there unmoving, non threatening, not hurting. Harry slowly forced his tense body to relax.

"Harry?" it was Mr Weasley's voice "I'd like to hear your side of what happened" Harry didn't answer, his body still ready for the blow despite his mind repeating that it wouldn't come "Did you hit Dudley?" very slowly, still hiding his tear stained face in the pillow, Harry nodded "Would you mind telling me why?" Harry shook his head, he didn't even understand his reaction himself "Harry, I know you. You're a good boy. This is about a lot more then blocks" Harry made no head babbs. Mr Weasley sighed "Harry, we are going to talk about this. It's pretty obvious that you and Dudley don't get along but you can't go around hitting people. Even when you don't mean to you can hurt them very badly" Harry nodded his understanding "Harry... please talk to me. I want to understand what's going on in that head. Was your cousin teasing you again?" Harry shook his head "Okay Harry" Mr Weasley lightly patted his back "I'll leave you to gather yourself but we ARE going to talk about this... I don't really like giving kids calming draughts with how addictive they can be but... do you need one?" Harry shook his head and got some more comforting pats. When Mr Weasley got up to leave Harry found his hand quickly grab hold of the man's robes. He just sat back down and placed his hand on the boy's back.

"You do realize your in trouble right?" Harry could hear the smile in the man's voice but he nodded anyway

"Well... normally I'd give the boys a spanking if they hurt someone like that but... Your clearly sorry so... You're grounded, that means no flying for two week"

'TWO WEEK!' Harry's head screamed but after the shock he nodded his head in submission. He deserved it even if flying was his favorite thing in the world. They sat in silence for what felt like hours until Harry finally fell asleep.

###

**A/N:**

Because of how Harry was abused Mr Weasley has problems with the idea of punishing Harry physically even though it's how he disciplines all his other children. I wounder if that will cause some issues in the future? :/


	18. Chapter 18

Harry blinked back sleepies as he stretched out of bed. His eyes felt all crusty from dry tears. His room was dark but there was an orb of light left behind, undoubtedly by Mr Weasley, right next to the clock on the far wall. It was well past nine so the other Weasleys must be home by now... and he must have missed dinner. Harry felt his heart sink and hesitantly got out of bed. He was used to being without food but he didn't think it would happen at the Weasleys. He stepped out of bed and suddenly all the candles in the room flickered on. Harry smiled for a second, loving magic, before biting his lip... was he allowed out? Did he have to stay in his room all day? Harry felt his heart sink further realizing he wouldn't be allowed to see Ron.

Dudley was probably playing with Ron right now. Telling the red head stories which proved what a freak his best friend was.

"The lights on!" Harry heard Ron scream from the other side of the door before bursting into Harry's room. Ron was all smiles seeing him but their was a frowning Percy just behind him.

"Ronald!" Percy scolded "You were supposed to wait until Harry came out!"

"Dad said I had to wait until Harry was up and look he's up!" Ron defended

"You had no way of knowing-"

"I saw the light from under the door, ergo Harry is up!"

"Honestly Ronald why do you have to be such a child"

"Same reason you have to be such a prat!" Ron finished that statement by sticking out his tongue

Percy wrinkled his nose in disgust before walking out of the children's sitting room. Ron cheered in victory before turning back to Harry.

"Hermione's gone absolutely mental Harry" Ron declared walking back into the sitting room taking a seat. Harry hesitantly poked his head into the room and saw Ron already had the chess set set up "She tried to get me to bring you the whole school library so you wouldn't fall behind" Ron explained as Harry walked over and sat down in front of him. One of the twins was reading a book in another chair but the other was no where in sight. It was strange seeing one of them without the other "McGonagall had to talk her down and assure her that you wouldn't fall behind. You go first" Ron encouraged and Harry absentmindedly moved a pawn. He still couldn't figure out how to control the board with one move but Ron did "McGonagall told her you were getting private lessons from Dumbledore and now Hermione is all kinds of jealous" Ron moved his Knight out "I tried to explain to her that the last thing normal people want is to be stuck at home reading" The lone twin looked up from his book and raised an eyebrow "but she didn't get it. Who wants to be stuck by themselves all day doing homework? Checkmate" Harry's mouth dropped at how quickly Ron boxed him in. He really wasn't holding back. As Ron set up the board again he continued "You don't even get to see any of your friends. No wonder you snapped"

The Boy Who May Or May Not Be Fred rolled his eyes "Merlin little brother learn some tact"

"Can it George!"

"I'm Fred"

"No your not! Fred wouldn't waste a perfectly wicked night reading!"

The Boy Who Was Evidently George huffed

"Where's Fred?" Harry blinked

George shrugged indicating he didn't know which just seemed impossible to Harry "We're identical twins not conjoined" George rolled his eyes seeing Harry's expression

Ron snorted "Don't let them fool you Harry. The twins used to pee in the same toilet together until they went to Hogwarts"

George got a dangerous smirk on his face "So we're sharing stories now are we?"

Ron's eyes widened at what he unleashed. George went into detail about everything embarrassing thing Ron did since he was in nappies, including the time he was a toddler and put a nappy on his head. He promptly declared himself king of the garden gnomes, too which the gnomes ignored as he tried to boss them around. All the while Ron tried to cover Harry's ears so he couldn't hear. The best friends ended up playfully wrestling as Harry struggled to maintain perfect hearing for the stories.

"That's it!" Ron got up and pointed a finger at Harry "I bet Dudley won't mind telling me stories about you"

Harry's eyes widened in fear as Ron ran out of the room. Harry quickly chased after him but Ron was laughing thinking it was a game.

Dudley was downstairs playing exploding snaps with Fred. Dudley's arm was still in a sling and he fiddled around with it occasionally.

"Dudley!" Ron cheered racing over "What's the most embarrassing thing you can tell me about Harry?" he demanded

Dudley blinked, looking confused, and just as he opened his mouth Harry whipped his wand out and throw a silencing charm over him.

Dudley tried to scream seeing the wand but no sound came out. He started to panic and flail about. Ron didn't realize how much that bothered the boy, it wasn't like his brothers never flew a few silencing charms or tickle charms his way. As long as their parents didn't catch them it was fine. Students may not be allowed to use magic outside of school but that law mostly existed for people who lived in highly muggle populated areas, ergo muggle borns and the occasional half blood. The ministry could tell what spell was cast in a magically warded area but not who cast it. The Weasley family reinforced the rule themselves as they thought it taught their children to have a greater respect for magic.

"No fair Harry!" Ron glared "You just spent half an hour listening to embarrassing stories about me! I just want to hear one!"

Fred smirked getting Dudley to calm down before removing the silencing spell himself. Harry was in enough trouble they didn't want to add to it with a harmless prank.

"What's your problem Freak?" Dudley demanded once he got his voice back

"Don't call me a freak, Fat Wipe!" Harry yelled

"Haven't you tormented me enough for one day?" Dudley growled

"You? I tormented you! Oh that's rich" Harry sneered "You beat the piss out of me everyday for the first 11 years of my life and now your whining! Get over yourself you pathetic little shite!"

Everyone was staring at Harry now. Oh of course he was the bad guy in this situation!

"I..." Dudley choked back "I guess this makes us even" he tried to be mature. To use that one sentence to apologize for everything he'd done. Harry was the only person Dudley really had left now that he was stripped away of his friends and parents. Even if they were still alive it still felt like his parents were gone. Arthur had been talking with him a lot about trying to see things from Harry's view. Mind you that was before Harry snapped and broke Dudley's arm. Dudley was never really good at looking at things from another perspective but... maybe his parents had been wrong to treat Harry like that. Dudley wasn't really comfortable yet to think HE'D been wrong to but he could try to start over.

"Even? EVEN!? WE AREN'T EVEN CLOSE TO EVEN!" Harry turned around and stormed out

Ron felt a tuck at his chest, a need to defend his friend despite how this looked. He turned to Dudley and glared "What does he mean you beat him up!?" he demanded

Dudley scowled at the smaller boy, his bravado coming back "Like he didn't deserve it!"

Ron lunged at the other boy but was quickly caught by Fred

"Go see how Harry's doing" Fred released his fellow ginger in the opposite direction. Ron cast one last angry look at Dudley before running after his friend "It's your move" Fred informed sitting back down for the card game. Dudley blinked but retook his seat. They played a few hands for a moment when Fred said "There's always two sides to every story you know" Dudley snorted "Sometimes more depending on how many people are involved. Everyone interprets what happened differently... so what's your side?"

Dudley glared at the cards staying silent for a moment "When we were younger" Dudley started "I used to get hurt a lot, cuts and bruises and... other stuff. Mum claimed it was Harry. I didn't really know how but... I'd go to reach for something and it would exploded. Harry would look at my toys and they'd melt. Sometimes when he was really angry I'd suddenly start hurting all over..." Dudley looked up, expecting to hear something about accidental magic and how traumatized Harry must have been after watching his parents murdered like the grown Weasleys said frequently, but Fred just fiddled with the cards in his hand as if he was deciding what to play next. It was almost like he was barely listening and somehow that made it easier to keep talking "So I fought back and... it stopped. Harry stopped doing freaky things when he realized I wasn't going to let him get away with it... Arthur already told me that forcing a child to learn how to suppress their magic before their core thingy stabilise, whatever the hell that means, is dangerous to the child's development"

Fred shrugged indifferently "Parents try to teach kids to control their emotions, not their magic, until their old enough to handle it but they don't really give out guide books for muggles to know how to do that"

"Exactly! It's not MY fault! My parents just didn't know what to do with him... anyway Harry stopped destroying things and only did stuff occasionally and... my dad figured... At first I'd get scolded but then dad realised freaky things didn't happen as often... he thought it was the only way to keep it from happening anymore so... I'm the reason he started hurting Harry. I-"

"No you're not" Fred dismissed absentmindedly as he throw down a card "You were a child acting out the same way Harry did. It was up to your parents to fix the problem not encourage it... it's your turn"

"Right..." Dudley carefully examed his cards "but... but after Harry stopped... I didn't. I kept bullying him and..." Dudley trailed off and let the thought be abandoned as be laid down a card.

"You were a child. You acted on instinct, your emotions, and the words of your parents alone... but you're not a child anymore. You can create your own opinions and think about the consequences of your actions for more people then yourself... I know most people in this house wouldn't agree but Harry isn't blameless in your story. True he couldn't control what happened to him back then but he's perfectly capable of controlling himself now. You don't deserve to be treated that way anymore then he deserved what happened to him"

"Are you sure?" Dudley mumbled hesitantly "that I don't deserve it?"

"Of course not, just work on being more considerate of others and their stuff. That's all you can help now. Nothing can be changed about the past... Although when Harry's more open to it maybe an apology would help... or get him even more ridiculously angry in which case he'll try to break your other arm"

Dudley snorted "He just got a lucky shot. Not a chance he could bear me without magic" he grinned "and now I got magic to"

"Dumbledore teaching you any of the prayers yet?"

"No I'm still reading the Wizard Bible. How can one book be over three thousand pages long!?" Dudley exclaimed "And it's got freakishly tinny print to!"

"Have you gotten to Loki's rituals yet? George and I practice those a lot and can walk you through them"

As the two talked they didn't notice Mrs Weasley walking upstairs with a plate of food, Harry's dinner.

###

Monday come far too soon and the Weasley children went back to school. Harry groaned in exacerbation after watching his friends go.

"Can't you just accept the stupid wards so I can go back to Hogwarts?"

As Dudley opened his mouth Mr Weasley interrupted "Actually the wards are no longer the most pressing matter"

Both boys blinked before Harry asked "What's more important then the wards?"

"You two are" Mr Weasley assured "It's obvious that you two have some bad blood and it's not going to go way if we ignore it. So what we're going to do is sit down and calmly let you air out your grievances. We'll work together to help you boys understand each other"

About five seconds in the boys were squirming in their seats with the taste of soap in their mouths, earned after screaming profanities at each other. It was only a few dozen more times before they got the picture

###

Both Harry and Dudley spent that night pouting in their rooms. Dumbledore hadn't shown up today because the grown Weasleys wanted to force the boys to talk to each other... admittedly they learned quite a lot, like Harry being scared Dudley was going to steal the Weasleys from him and Dudley admitting that he felt bad about bullying Harry. Neither boy saw how knowing any of this was going to help. They still had over a decade of hurt feelings and bones between them and that didn't go away with one day wasted talking about it. Still the grownups patted themselves on the back for a job well done.

###

September was nearly over and Dudley and Harry were still trapped in the house together. Dudley had accepted the Blood Wards earlier that week. Everyone living in the house had to be present and the Weasley took the opportunity to throw an embarrassing ceremony that got the family cheering. Harry and Dudley just looked at each other, neither wanting to admit to the Weasleys they did this just so they would be let out of the house. The only perk was they had been allowed to go grocery shopping with Mrs Weasley as they STILL weren't allowed to go to Hogwarts. Molly said the boys still had some things to work out and that she was enjoying their time together.

"Did you know Santa exist?" Dudley shrugged flipping through the Wizard Bible "Apparently he's some kind of elder god created by the belief of children. He's got millions of House Elves who help him give presents to the entire multiverse"

"Never gave me anything" Harry remarked

"Well according to this gods aren't perfect and sometimes they overlook stuff... and he needs to give a present the family believes came from an anonymous relative or it's not a matter of faith anymore. Faith, not knowledge, is where his true power comes from. He still gets power from love of the season and open worshippers of his name but it's not as potent as blind faith. Faith backs a huge punch. Also apparently fairies donate their power to him on Christmas so he can have even more magical energy"

"Who worships Santa?" Harry scrunched up his forehead

"Pretty much every child on the planet. They just don't realize that's what they're doing" Dudley shrugged "Worshippers can be people who have seen their god and know for a fact he's real or people or just blindly believers. Like I said faith gives them more power but they need worshippers who will never doubt in them as a reliable source of... well food. Wizards aren't in great numbers but there's enough of them so that knowing about the gods and worshipping all of them will keep the gods alive indefinitely. Gods also take the souls of their worshippers into them when they die, which increases their power and provides a utopian heaven for their followers"

"You know what 'utopia' means?" Harry blurted out getting a sharp glare in return

"Don't be a prat Harry" Dudley ordered going back to his book.

"What about Clerics?" Harry asked

"Goes need Clerics to do their bidding and to be their champions. There's some treaty all immortals of Purgatory have in place with higher beings from the Spirit World. It says they can only interfere directly with the Mortalverse depending on the circumstances. The world usually needs to be very primitive so that seeing gods fly around won't effect the planet too badly but they can also get summoned to any planet or take possession of a mortal. Gods can have a few 'favored' planets which they can visit whenever they like without penalty but Earth isn't one of them. Earth is considered a 'planet of interest' to higher beings and they don't like anyone interfering so of course all the immortals try to. Clerics do their gods will well still obeying the treaty with the Ascended. They can allow their god to take possession of them or even summon them to the world or just do quest for their god. You know like how someone is always giving you 'quests' in videogames"

Harry rolled his eyes "I've never played a videogame. Well except that on the train ride this year when I got attacked by 'floating zombies' as Jake calls them" Dudley was staring at him intensely before getting up and going to his room. He came back a moment later holding out a Game Boy "Arthur 'enchanted' it so it can work in highly magical areas now. He also replaced the battery with something called 'lyrium' so it can run forever now. He even managed to use a spell to install all may games, even then ones for my Xbox, into it permanently so you can just go to the menu to pick out a game instead of putting in a cartridge. Plus he added two extra thumb pads and a couple extra buttons magically so that the controls will still work for the console games. It took him a couple days of research to figure out how the games worked but after he got it... He's really good at combining normal people stuff with magic"

"You should have seen the flying car he built" Harry hesitantly took the modified Game Boy "Thanks Dudley"

"I'm just letting you borrow it so don't get any ideas Freak" Dudley rolled his eyes before going back to his chair and his book.


	19. Chapter 19

Jake twitched feeling the gold against his chest. He shrunk the cauldron down and wore it beneath his shirt on a stainless steel necklace. It wasn't enough to just sleep with it. He needed to feel that magical aura of gold against his flesh at all times just so he could function. It used to feel so good but now he'd grown used to it to the point he didn't need to for the blissful feeling but to stop the pain. He knew this was getting out of hand, that he should tell his Grandfather or at the very least Snape, but he couldn't part with it. He needed the gold. It called to him but it wasn't enough. He needed more. He began to... trade Sickles for Galleons but he couldn't let the other kids know that's what he was doing. So when they were sleeping he'd take out a Galleon from someone's coin purse and drop in 18 Sickles. That was more then fair. A Galleon was worth 17 Sickles so they were making out on this trade. It wasn't like they'd even notice their coin purses held hundreds of coins and he just wanted one. He used the allowance his dad sent him plus the money he got for helping Fu so no big deal. It wasn't like he was stealing he just couldn't ask them to trade coins because of Teddy and his stupid dragon obsession. He'd definitely rat him out.

Jake stuck his bare hand into his pocket and felt the coins he collected touch his skin. He shivered with delight but quickly took his hand out. He just needed enough contact to get him through the day. It was risky enough carrying the gold but he had no choice anymore. He felt horrible without it. It was worse then when those floating zombies tried to eat him. He didn't WANT to be away from the gold. He just wanted to curl up with it in bed and stay there forever. He understood now why in fantasy movies they often showed dragons just laying on a pile of gold and never seemed to move from that spot. He doubted normal people really understood the tragedy of what they depicted or how horrible those 'heroes' were for stealing a piece of the treasure for themselves. The more merciful heroes were the ones that stabbed the Dragon in the heart before robbing them.

Jake sighed. He didn't know if he could keep going like this. His mind was always elsewhere and as much as he wanted to prove to his grandfather that magic was what he wanted to do he was only getting barely passable grades. Even his potions work was slipping. He groaned sticking his hand in his pocket again. It been nearly a month. He'd gotten to know his housemates pretty well in that time. They were friendly and nice. His body shivered again as he rubbed one of the coins in his palm well the others stuck against the hand firmly placed in his pocket...

Fuck It.

Jake turned around and ran back to the dungeons. He quickly took out his perception filter and threw it in. He made his way into the common room and stuck back into his dorm. His bed was already nicely made by the elves so he just threw his coins onto it and regrew his cauldron. He frowned seeing such a small pile of gold, but it was his. He took his Dragon form so that he could feel the gold against his bare scales and crawled into bed. He closed the curtains and cast every protective ward he could think of. Everything he knew plus all of the scrolls Gramps gave him for emergencies, repelling wards to a burning ward so if anyone got past the other defenses and tried to touch the curtain it would burn their skin. Absolutely no one was getting in. He could spend the day relaxing. It was just one day of classes, wasn't like he was the only kid in the world to skip.

He smiled as the gold sent out calming waves of pleasure. It felt so good. His eyes grew heavy and he allowed them to close.

His head shot up as he heard a scream. Someone had gotten past most of the wards, including dispelling the silencing charm. He would feel all his protection gone but one, the burning wards. How could they have gotten them down so easily? He put his claws on the curtain and fueled it with his magic. The cloth burst into flame but didn't burn, everything else would... or should. The burning ward was broken almost instantly and the curtain through open.

Jake allowed the flames to shoot from his mouth at whoever opened it. He acted purely on instinct to protect his treasure.

A large blue claw suddenly shot through the flames and grabbed hold of his snout. Jake lashed out with his claws, kicking and punching as much as he could but he was easily thrown onto the floor and pinned to the ground. Still he tried to fight the much larger dragon but his attempts were pitiful at best.

Slowly he tired himself out and his eyes refocused. He recognized the face of his attack. Jake's eyes darted around as he tried to absorb what was going on. Dumbles and Snape were standing back with burn marks on their robes but didn't seem worse for wore. The Master Battle mage was there too looking at Jake with pity. There were still no other students inside the dorm but it but be night by now.

Gramps eyes were not staring at him but at the bed, at his treasure. The old dragon sighed "You know better young one" he lightly chided before looking at the humans "Call some elves here to dispose of that"

"Nwwwaaaaaa!" Jake tried to scream but the old dragon still had his snout. He fought with renewed vigor but his young claws weren't strong enough to cut the hard scales of a fully grown Dragon regardless of how much he tried. He beg and pleaded but all he could do was watch as the elves came and took the gold away. Each missing coin cost him a thousand tears. When it was all gone he passed out from shock.

###

Jake felt his head spinning as he slowly opened his eyes in the hospital wing. Gramp was sitting by his bedside staring at him. The old dragon looked more serious then ever before, his eyes so grave.

Jake's stomach growl as it tried to eat itself "I'm starving" he said without thinking. His whole body felt raw, weak, as if he'd been skinned alive. He felt everything. The blankets over his body hurt as the fabric of the finest silk mercilessly scratched him as if made of sand paper.

"You're hungry?" Gramps repeated making Jake feel even dumber for saying it "Not surprising seeing as you locked yourself behind those wards for over a week"

Jake slowly blinked, too tired and hurt to really be shocked "It only felt like a second"

"I did not give you those wards lightly. Each one was meant to keep you safe until help arrived. Together it took three powerful mages and myself to bring them all down"

"I'm sorry, I know they were expensive"

"THAT IS NOT THE POINT!" Gramps roared before taking a calming breath "I have given you a number of enchantments and artifacts but perhaps your father is right. Perhaps you aren't ready"

Jake looked down shame faced "I'm sorry"

"Where did you get it? Snape checked his inventory and he isn't missing any cauldrons"

Jake looked up at him a moment before answering "It was a gift... they didn't know how it would effect me and... and I didn't tell them. It didn't feel bad at first. It... it felt good"

"Suck things usually do" Gramps acknowledged "At first... still feel good?"

Jake shook his head. He still wanted his cauldron back, just for a little bit, but he wasn't stupid enough to ask Gramps for it.

"Your head of house has taken the gold and melted it for a potion"

Jake felt his eyes begin to water.

"Drinking it at meal times will slowly wean you off. It won't have the kick you're looking for but you'll be able to function. If there is one benefit, your scales will become much harder after consuming gold" Jake nodded obediently "Someone will always be watching to make sure you're actually drinking it and not trying to hord it... we'll get through this hatchling. Just be strong and we'll pull through"

Jake nodded even though he didn't believe him.

###

"Can we FINALLY go back to our dorm!?" Blaise sneered to his fellow third years, after making sure there was no Snape around "I'm tired of sleeping with the firsties!"

"At least you didn't have to sleep with the NEWT students" Vince groaned "They kept asking me if I needed to keep a candle on or if I was wearing nappies to bed so I wouldn't wet it! Merlin are they Arses!"

"Why the hell did Long have a break down anyway" Draco rolled his eyes "If he was missing his parents like a firstie Snape would have flooed him home for a weekend. No need to lock yourself in the dorm and try to starve yourself to death"

"I heard Snape talking to an elf" Teddy put in, the only boy who didn't look angry "He... he asked the elf to bring him the gold from Jake's bed"

All the boys stopped, staring ar him in shoco well Draco looked around wondering what he missed.

"LONG HAD GOLD!" Blaise shrieked, his voice cracking as it got far too high pitch

"Merlin" Vince shook his head "How'd he get it?"

Teddy shrugged "Maybe he found a coin on the floor and kept it. It's not like the Goblins would give him any"

Greg frowned "How'd no one notice?"

"We don't know Long very well" Teddy shrugged "It's not like we'd know if he was acting unusual"

"Besides locking himself in the dorm" Blaise snorted

"What's the big deal" Thank Merlin Pansy asked, Draco wouldn't have dared reveal his ignorance.

"Come on Pansy" Teddy rolled his eyes "The dangers of dragons and gold are in nearly every children's story"

Pansy sneered "Maybe in pointless boy stories but I have a more sophisticated palate for my literature"

Teddy huffed but explained anyway. The others probably didn't know why gold was bad for dragons either "The magical aura of gold is addictive, even muggles can feel it and murder each other just for a nugget. Wizards are just more advanced and can resist its temptation but dragons... Dragon ARE magic. I told you before they are the physical manifestations of magic. They feel it far more intensely so when they come in contact with something like gold, which has an insanely addictive aura, they go crazy"

"But..." Draco realized he'd spoke and as to not embarrass himself further by choking on his comment he said "But Long's not a REAL dragon. It shouldn't affect him nearly as badly. Merlin he even admitted he's mostly human with his muggle father"

Teddy groaned "No one ever listens to me. I SAID dragon blood doesn't deteriorate. It stays just as pure as if it came from a real dragon no matter how much human blood tries to water it down. Hell in the 1700s wizards used to substitute Draconic Sorcerer's organs with pure blooded dragon's because they have the exact same magical properties. Draconic Sorcerers can be just as powerful as full blooded dragons only they have a human mind where real dragons remain ferral until they're like a thousand years old. The Draconic Sorcerers killed off all the sentient dragons and put the rest on reservations where they're routinly killed before they become self aware. Draconic Sorcerers don't like how pure dragons threaten their position and there's some hard feelings over the whole 'most first generation Draconic Sorcerers were created by dragons raping humans' thing"

"Your getting off topic" Blaise snapped his fingers in front of Teddy's face

"Right my point is Draconic Sorcerers are just as intone with magic and would be just as harshly affected by gold and other dark objects as full blooded dragons... which is weird since they also have a rather large resistance to spells but enchanted swords and stuff can really hurt them. Go figure"

"Will..." Draco tried feeling horribly guilty "Will Jake be okay?"

"He'll probably be out of it for the next couple months depending on how much gold he had and how long he had it... which I'm guessing was a long time cause dragons only tend to barricade themselves with their treasure if they've been heavily influenced by it for a while... when it gets that bad the Dragon... usually... actually does starve to death because they refuse to leave their hoard even to hunt, but Jake's dragon blood could have kept him alive for decades and the only side effect would be... insanity... but he'd still be alive" Teddy added hesitantly

"So..." Pansy blinked "This was... serious..."

"Yeah" Teddy admitted and the group got quite.

###

Dudley walked into the headmaster's office. Odd how being in an office can make the old man seem more like 'The Headmaster' then simply 'Dumbledore', still "Hey Grampa" Dudley saw Dumbledore smile. The old man really liked it when Dudley called him that and tended to give him wizard candy even though Molly said it would ruin his dinner. Sure enough 'Grampa Albus' happily handed Dudley a tin full of lemon drops. The man had just as big a sweet tooth as Dudley and kept an entire drawer in his desk filled with candy. Unlike Dudley Dumbledore had no problem sharing his treats.

Dudley's Snake Parents were glaring at Grampa as they always did but the look on their faces was mostly fear. Dudley didn't understand why other then his parents didn't like magic.

"Did Harry not come to see you sorted" Dumbledore looked concerned

Dudley just shrugged "He really wanted to get back to his friends" not really minding "besides I've spent enough time with him to last a lifetime. PLEASE tell me you won't put me in Gryffindor" he gave his best puppy dog eyes.

Dumbledore chuckled "Gryffindor is a fine house. I was placed there myself when I was a boy but no I have no power over where you are placed. It is not what the founders of our school wanted. They wanted you placed with like minded people to bring out the best in all their students and so you could forge friendships that would last longer then the stars. Did anyone spoil how you would be sorted?"

"The twins" Dudley gulped "The twins said I would have to battle a troll"

Dumbledore looked very serious "Did they? How very inconsiderate of them to spoil the surprise" Dudley's eyes bugged out of his head before Dumbledore started laughing "I'm only joking my boy. We try to minimize students encounters with trolls. Although Harry did go out of his way to find one. You're cousin's idea of 'mischief' would leave most people emotionally scarred"

"The twins told me about a few of their adventures" Dudley shrugged "But I think they were pulling my leg... they told me Harry raised a baby dragon his first year but they were really sore no one told invited them to help"

Dumbledore chuckled "I'm sure I would have know if a dragon was on campus. This way" Dumbledore directed the boy to a hat that seemed to be... looking at him. It didn't have eyes but the way it was crumbled resembled them and a mouth.

"A new Student!" the hat suddenly started... talking and sounded very agitated "I haven't even prepared a song"

"You could sing the song you had for the beginning of the year" Dumbledore smiled, eyes twinkling mischievously

The hat huffed "You know full well I never repeat the same song twice! Let me think" then the hat began to... sing...

_"Come to Hogwarts late dear boy. Shouldn't miss the train. Now it's time to find your kin, lifelong friends in them, but first we need to seeeeee just where you ought to beeeeee._

_"Maybe you're a Slytherin, a cunning man born to lead_

_"Then again you could indeed be a Ravenclaw, learning secrets of the earth and beyond the star seas._

_"You might even be a Hufflepuff, a loyal and hard working boy with a very kind soul for all to see._

_"Then of course there's Gryffindor, noble warriors brave and true._

_"All are eager with open arms but let's see which house awaits for you"_

Dumbledore started clapping as the hat finished his song.

"Stop that" the hat glared "It's the worst rhyme I ever did"

"Still a very good song even if it was not the best at rhyming"

The hat looked considerate as Dumbledore picked it up. He put the hat on Dudley's head well his Snake Parents snapped at it.

"Oh an interesting mind... although you shamefully don't use it much" the hat commented but it sounded like the voice was echoing inside his head and not his ears "Definitely not a Ravenclaw. A Cleric? Haven't had one of those in awhile... very cunning in your own way, you are rather good at manipulating people. Not too brave but you want to be. Sometimes wanting it is all you need to find the courage inside youself. Very loyal... although not usually to people who deserve it. A kind sensitive soul but it was never nurtured. I think it's time it was. HUFFLEPUFF!"

###

"Harry!" Hermione cheered hugging Harry as he stepped into the common room "Of course you had to wait until classes were over for the day before coming back" she joked but Harry could see she was half scolding

"Actually yeah Hermione. Dumbledore wanted to have a night to set up Dudley's class schedule. He's getting sorted right now" Harry shrugged before grinning smugly "Besides, I'm just being an obedient ward and listening to my guardians" she could hardly get on to him when it was the Weasleys who sent him back this late.

She sighed before moving on "Thanks for writing me. I know you were going through a difficult adjustments period so it was nice of you to take the time to write to me"

"No problem Hermione" Harry smiled "I really missed seeing you everyday. Ron at least got to come back on the weekends so I wasn't stock with Dudley the whole time"

"I thought you two were doing better"

"Yeah he's not being as much of a prat but I don't think Dudley knows how to act like a decent person"

"You can only blame his parents for that" Hermione reminded "Mr And Mrs Weasley will take the time to teach him"

"Haven't even met him and already taking his side" Harry pouted

"I'm always on your side Harry" Hermione sounded hurt Harry could think anything else

"I was joking Moine" Harry rolled his eyes "Besides I probably won't have many classes with Dudley. He'll be taking a lot of first year classes, some third year stuff like ancient ruins but he's way behind in potions and Herbology so Dumbledore said he'd be learning that with the firsties. He's going to need a special schedule as he'll spend a lot of time training his prayers with Dumbledore and learning the basics about the wizarding world along with a few things that will help him as a Cleric"

"It is fascinating to have a Cleric at Hogwarts, seeing as they have their own special school set up in Rome. I wonder why Dumbledore is trying to train the boy himself. He's not exactly a Cleric"

"His family has teaching manuals and ancient text and things like that. The Dumbledores were teaching their own squib children how to be Clerics long before the school was set up"

"Has Dudley began training his magic yet?"

"No but Dumbledore did catch him up on the classes he wants him to take so he knows what's going on. Mostly though Dudley's been reading the 'Wizard Bible' none stop. I really don't get that cause Dudley has always hated reading"

"Well the Wizard Bible is an amazing read"

Harry snorted, of course Hermione would have read it.

She explained "It is a good bit confusing why wizards are so opposed to science when Merlin was so obsessed with it... of course talk to anyone who's actually read it and they all agree that Merlin was a bit... eccentric. He obviously believed in aliens and would just make up nonsense about them that his disciples took seriously. It is... a tad unsettling that he talked about muggles one day having nuclear weapons and reaching the moon, but then he also said humans would one day join a galactic council of aliens and fight giant robots. Still the Wizard Bible explains science that they just shouldn't have been aware of back then. Merlin taught his disciples about atoms and how they could be used to create power or destroy the planet. He went into detail about physics and talked about particles that muggles only now have began to theorize about. He was absolutely brilliant despite being a tad on the odd side. It's a real shame wizards don't bother to read anything other then the fables in their Bible otherwise we wouldn't be nearly as behind the muggles. They think everything before that just shows how eccentric Merlin was. Oh but of course they believe the story of how he closed a giant rift in the universe which forced him to age hundreds of years in a matter of seconds but was still alive hundreds of years later" she groaned "Or the time he fought an army of 'space demons' and sealed them in a bubble before hurling it into the sun. He was still a boy at Hogwarts when he did that by the way. Honestly Batman does more believable stuff then Merlin! But his actual accomplishments in the fields of science no one cares about! If he had been born a muggle-"

"The church probably would have chopped his head of for speaking 'blasphemy' and no one would have believed his theories for hundreds of years anyway" Harry shrugged and Hermione sighed in acknowledgement. Wait a second did Harry just win an argument? Against Hermione!?

"The fact Merlin also believed the pagan gods were real certainly wouldn't have helped matters" she groaned again

Harry shrugged, all smiles that he won. It was like beating Ron at chess! It just didn't happen!

"Are those new glasses?" Hermione eyed

Harry smiled adjusting them. He could see a lot better now. The Weasleys explained that they had magic surgery to fix his eyes but that they couldn't afford it. They said they didn't want Harry wasn't allowed to pay for it himself despite easily being able to afford it with his millions of Galleons left to him from his parents. They didn't want him to ever touch his vault again until he was of age as he was just a boy and 'boys shouldn't pay for the necessities of life'. They gave him a small allowance like they did all their own children so he couldn't afford to buy whatever the hell he wanted anymore. Mrs Weasley said this would help him appropriate his money and learn to spend it wisely. Anyway all Harry really needed was better glasses. These ones not only helped him to see but were enchanted to slowly fix his eyes over time. It would take years instead of seconds like with the magical surgery but the national wizarding health care plan paid for the glasses. Harry got one of the free frames to that were much like his old glasses, huge round lenses, but it was made of metal instead of plastic and were black cherry in color.

"Don't tell Ron" Harry smiled "I want to see how long it will take him to notice on his own"

Hermione laughed
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###

Dudley snorted taking one last look around at his 'common' room. The walls were painted yellow with a black carpet. There were lots of black drapes and a few yellow rugs. The couches and chairs were black leather. The room looked like it had been decorated by a bee.

"Don't worry" An older boy wearing a badge smiled "You get used to it. At least we're close to the kitchens. Can get a snack whenever we want... So Mister Cleric, what do you think of our school"

"It's old, dusty, and dark" Dudley snorted "I feel like I'm in a horror movie"

The older boy laughed "Yeah, that's mostly the caretaker's fault. He's a squib so he can't use magic. Taking care of a castle is way too much for him but Dumbledore hired him on because the old guy has a soft spot for his parents. They beg Dumbledore to hire their son as no one else would. It's hard for a squib to get a job in the magical world and they are just as sheltered as most from muggles so they have no idea how to survive in that world. Make anyone bitter I imagine. At the same time I get why he didn't become a Cleric. It's a hard life from what I've heard and not nearly as popular as it used to be"

"I haven't really seen anything hard about it" Dudley shrugged

"You're still a novice" the older boy explained "The hard stuff doesn't usually begin until after your training"

"Going on adventures for gods. Fighting Monsters and raiding tomes for artifacts, saving damsels and empires, sounds fun to me" Dudley shrugged

The older boy smiled "Not many have such an adventurous spirit. You're a lot like your cousin I take it?"

Dudley scowled "I'm nothing like that freak. He's a complete loser"

The older boy blinked a little taken back. The kid had been mentioned in the papers a few weeks ago when they revealed the Boy Who Lived had been abused by his muggle relatives. They said his muggle cousin had been made a Cleric so the boys could stay together. Cedric just assumed that meant the boys were close, apparently not. He just shrugged it off. He was more concerned with getting to know his new housemate and showing him the ropes then anything to do with the Boy Who Lived. It was Cedric's duty as a prefect after all.

"You going to tell me your name?" Dudley eyed him

"Right sorry, I'm Cedric Diggory"

###

Jake felt like a bulldozer had run him over before turning around and hitting him again. He was still hungry but he couldn't force himself to eat. He sat at the Slytherin table in the Great Hall just staring at his plate of bacon and eggs. He didn't have to look up to know every one of his housemates had their eyes locked on him. He just sat there quietly feeling his ears burn in shame.

He turned his eyes at a cup that suddenly appeared next to his plate filled with... his body began to tingle staring at the potion made from melted gold. He must have been staring at it for awhile because Vince growled out "If you don't drink it in the next five seconds I'm going to hold you down and shove the entire cup down your throat!" he glared

Jake's head snapped back in shock but Vince looked entirely serious... and worried. Jake sighed before picking up the potion and gulping it down. He might love making potions but he hated the taste... most of the time. This... this was heaven. It tasted like pure bliss concentrated into a liquid but it was gone so fast. His tummy felt a nice glow but Gramps was right. There was no kick to it. He did feel better but not really good.

"Corpse Humper!" The twins called walking over to the Slytherin table with large smiles. They had another boy with them who was pretty tall and strangely muscular for a wizard. He had a nice sized belly too but he looked more like a linebacker then someone who was just fat "Good too see you - up and about - nasty business- those Dragon pox"

"Dragon pox?" Jake blinked

Teddy whispered into Jake's ear "It's the excuse Snape gave the other houses when you... disappeared. Slytherins can't afford to show weakness" Jake groaned wondering if Teddy realized he just called Jake weak.

"Stop conspiring things- you nasty Slytherins" the twins joked "This is our- newest addition- to the Weasley- family. Dudley Dursley- Dudley, Corpse Humper- Corpse Humper, Dudley" Jake groaned louder. He knew with the twins 'Corpse Humper' was a joking term of endearment but did they have to introduce him to people like that. Not exactly a good way to break the ice

"Corpse... Humper? You're parents have a weird sense of humor" Jeez the kid actually thought that was his name!

As the twins laughed hysterically Jake corrected "Jake Long, that's just a stupid nickname the twins gave to me on account of"

"He humps corpses- but only when they're nice and squishy"

"You sick Bastards!" Draco began tossing muffins at them and most of the third years Slytherins joined in.

Teddy screamed "Merlin I can't get the image out of my head! Someone oblivate me!"

The twins quickly fled the table with their newest family member. The kid's parents must have married one of the Twins older brothers. Jake blushed noticing Snape glare at his house well Dumbledore looked at the scene with twinkling eyes.

###

Dudley groaned as the twins dragged him off to the Gryffindor table to see Harry "Do people usually throw food at you?"

"Only when there- 's food around" they grinned before calling "Harry!" the planted themselves in front of him "Look who's- too good for- us Gryffindors"

Harry didn't seem all that pleased to see him before he started to hold make snickers at the color of Dudley's scarf and tie "You're a Hufflepuff"

"What the hell's so funny Freak?" Dudley glared

"I should have known you'd be in the house of the cry babies" Harry laughed

"What you just call me, Freak!?"

Harry was too busy laughing to acknowledge his cousin

"You little!" Dudley tried to jump at him but the twins held him back

"Servants of Loki- use their brains- to get revenge- not their fist" The twins pointed at Harry in a far to overdramatic fashion "Watch out Potter- We declare War- on you- The Heir of Slytherin- Verses the Cleric of Loki- Who will win- We should sell tickets" The twins then dragged Dudley off whispering to him conspiratorly.

"Great!" Ron groaned "A Prank war with the Twins!"

Hermione huffed "I've never heard of anything so childish"

Harry was still too busy snickering to realize the danger he was in "Bloody Puff"

"It's not that funny Harry" Hermione rolled her eyes

"A prank war against the twins is no laughing matter" Ron said seriously

Harry snorted "It's not against the twins. It's against Dudley and with how slow witted he is I've got nothing to worry about"

###

**Later That Day**

Harry was glaring at the giggling Ron. The Boy Who Lived was currently covered in tar and feathers. It didn't make bloody sense! Everyone else had walked into the common room and the tar didn't dump on them!

"Interesting" Hermione studied the Bucket above the door "It seems to have been spelled to react to a specific magical signature"

"So much for Dudley acting on his own" Ron smiled "Clerics can't work magic like this unless Runes are involved"

"Someone get this crude off me" Harry glared

Hermione waved her wand before Ron could stop her. Suddenly Harry started laughing uncontrollably as the Tar began to tickle him without mercy. He collapsed to the floor as the cleaning charm didn't just fail but made it worse as now the tar was sticking Harry to the carpet. After about Ten minutes the Tar evaporated but completely disintegrated all of Harry's clothes in the process.

"Wow" One of the older Gryffindor girl's blushed "You're kind of hung for being so short Harry"

Harry's face exploded crimson as he ran to his dorm well covering himself.

"You see Dear Cleric" George smiled well he, Fred, and their apprentice stood in their lab at Hogwarts. There were potions and pranking gadgets all around them as they themselves looked into a Crystal ball. This was a secret room behind a wall in the dungeon the twins found in their first year. They'd been using it to hide their experiments and merchandise ever since "That is a prank"

"We will teach you all we know" Fred grinned well George finished "So that you may better serve Loki"

"But..." Dudley frown, the prank was really funny but "I can't use magic like that"

"The tar was created through a potion- the magical signature trigger could be- repurposed as a rune- The feathers were just a nice touch- nothing magical about them- All this you could learn to do- Remember, Loki hates bullies- he looks down on brute force- you need to be sneaky- with your revenge- what to give it a try?"

Dudley grinned just as dangerously as the twins.

###

**Two Weeks Later**

Harry darted around, stealthily checking all the walls and floor. None if the pranks had been as bad as the first but they just kept coming. Harry had managed to get a few pranks at Dudley but... that had resulted in a few other Puffs getting in the crossfire and now the Hufflepuffs and Gryffindors were were at War. No where was safe, not even classes. Those Puffs were sneaky bastards. They stuck all the Gryffindors to their desk with some kind of invisible sticky goo. They switched their morning pumpkin juice with a potion that turned all the Gryffindors into cats for the day. They even filled Gryffindor tower up with pixies!

Then there were those traitorous Weasley Twins helping the Puffs in their attacks. They called it a matter of 'Training' the Cleric to their god. No Gryffindor was safe in this Puff rebellion thanks to the Twins. Then the Slytherins joined the assault and they brought the Ravenclaws with them. The whole school had turned against all of Gryffindor in this bloody battle.

Harry was smiling widely having a blast. The Gryffindors were throwing their fair share of pranks on the other houses. There was an instinctual need in all Gryffindors to crush their enemies in a glorious battle.

After making sure the coast was clear Harry waved his fellow Gryffindors into their common room. They gathered around the tables for their secret meeting.

"Alright" Harry looked at his troops, who despite most of them being older then him were still listening to his orders "We need to find away to disable the twins. Without them the Puffs will fall and the Ravens will lose interest. With their allies gone the Slytherins will back off like the cowards they are!"

"How do we get the twins?" Sean asked "They see all our pranks coming from a mile away"

"We could floo mum" Percy shrugged and all the other children gasped

"That's just low"

"Have you no mercy!"

Percy rolled his eyes "We wouldn't tell her they started a prank war but we could make something up so that Mum's got them for a day well we attack" Percy knew it was childish but he wanted to win the war to. All the prefects were involved in this, even that uptight Flint boy "We could forge a letter from Snape and have it say the twins were experimenting with dangerous potions again. She'd come down here but figure out they'd been setup before digging into them too badly"

"Still far too cruel" Ron shook his head remembering the Howler his mother send. Harry and Dudley might not understand this yet but Molly Weasley could be far more frightening then her husband.

Ginny stood up "I could get close enough. The twins would never dare prank me"

"That's why we need you at the front" Harry reminded "You're our greatest defense"

Ginny huffed "Which is exactly why I'd make for a great sneak attack. I could lore the twins away and trap them somewhere well we send teams into all the common rooms and assault them with sticky balloons until they concede"

As they agreed on their plan Jake grinned standing in the back of the room well wearing his perception filter. He slowly crept back to the door, looking around to make sure no one was paying attention, before chucking a bomb into the center of the room. As the Gryffindors screamed he opened the door and fled.

###

The next day the Gryffindor's kept their heads down to hide their shame as McGonagall forced them to concede the prank war well the House Elves worked tirelessly to remove the rainbow colors and glitter from their common room. They students themselves would just have to wait a week for the colors to wash off of their skin as it just couldn't be gotten rid of by magic.
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After the Gryffindors surrendered things calmed down and school became boring again. Dudley felt... embarrassed at having to take classes with a bunch of snot nosed kids but it was only for one year. He'd learn the basics then get special tutoring over the summer. Albus was obsessed with tutoring him. Even during the prank war Dudley had to go to the man's office every night to study Cleric stuff but it was finally worth it. After nearly two months of reading, admittedly because Dudley was a little slow when it came to not only reading books but understanding them, he was finally ready. He was finally going to do magic.

Those potions the Weasleys had been giving him tasted like crap but they really got his body into shape. He lost a lot of weight and much of the fat had been converted into muscle by the magic of those nasty drinks. He didn't even have to take them anymore. He still had a gut and he wasn't overly bulky but he looked like a linebacker in American football. Some of the girls actually thought he was hot! He'd never been attractive before, intimidating yes but not handsome. He had strong features that were still a bit boyish but he was handsome and strong. This would help him with being a Cleric as they often had to use physical attacks with their prayers and runes well on quest. He couldn't wait to learn magic.

His parents... seemed displeased with him but he kept explaining that he wasn't dangerous like Harry. He couldn't accidentally hurt people or break things. Still by their expressions it seemed like he wasn't getting through to them. He really needed to learn how to speak snake so he could make them understand. He still hadn't asked Harry to translate because he knew he'd say no and his Snake Parents would most likely spend the time insulting Harry then talking to Dudley.

"Dudley?" Albus looked down at the boy with a worried expression "Is something wrong?"

"I miss my parents" Dudley mumbled without thinking. His Snake Parents lifted their heads and stared at him for a moment but it was so hard to tell a snake's expressions. The snake beat their wings and flew off of Dudley's shoulders before going out the wind. Dudley wished he knew why but imagined it was because he upset them. He hadn't meant it like that. He knew they were alive and nearly always with him but... he couldn't help missing being able to talk to them, missing how his family used to be. As long as Harry wasn't around his parents were actually kind hearted people... but it wasn't right to blame that on Harry either. Dudley sighed looking up at the headmaster and realizing he heard him.

"Dudley" Albus began "I realize-"

"Can we not..." Dudley gave his best puppy dog eyes which strangely looked natural on his strong but boyish face "I really just want to learn magic Grampa"

Albus sighed "Alright Dudley, we'll talk about it later" he pulled out a book from his robe and turned it to a page in the middle before handing it over "The words for prayers are easy to learn but hard to maintain. They are chants that most be spoken continuously for as long as you desire the effect. If there is a slight stutter or a pause in the wrong place the spell will immediately end. There is more to it then the words however. In order for it to work you must believe it will work. You must have complete unshakable faith that your god will help you. When you get better at it you will be able to chant your prayers purely in your thoughts and still be able to use the spell. Unlike Wizards you will be able to call on all elements to help you"

"Eh?" Dudley blinked

"A wizard gets their magic from inside themselves and therefore it is limited by their body. Their physical form can only be used to channel specific types of magic. Wands help wizards tap into all of them but even then they are limited in strength by their body's ability. You do not have that flaw as you are calling one the abilities of another. You are the wand of a god, something that allows them to act on our plane. You need to realize you are not the one in control. You are the tool. Your very voice is their's. This does not mean that you lack freewill as unlike a wand you decide on what spells you cast but you most be mindful that your magic is used to best serve your god. I'm afraid I don't know much of the will of Loki but I hear the twins have been helping you in that department"

"Y-yeah... Loki is... kind of fickle but he is the god of mischief and chaos after all"

"And magic dear boy, What I do know of Loki is he has a love of the arcane arts, making him a good god to serve in the magical world. He would be more forgiving of using magic for tricks or simple or even meaningless task then most. He might very well expect it. It was for this reason that the Dumbledores have had most of their Clerics serve Hecate as she is the goddess of magic and enjoys seeing her clerics use magic for apparently no reason. The twins have assured me that Loki is much the same in that regard so we do not have to worry about using the Prayers sparingly like with some gods. It was very fortunate you chose to serve Loki despite not knowing the background. Most Squib children spend several years researching the gods before being exposed to them so they know who they are devoting their lives to"

"Your getting off topic Grampa" Dudley informed impatiently "You said I was hear to learn magic, not get another lecture"

"Lecture's are important to make sure you comprehend what your doing, but I can see how listening to an old man rant can be hard when there's spell casting to be done" Albus smiled patiently "I'm afraid the first spell won't be nearly as flashy as your probably expecting. Today we will learn a study prayer"

Dudley scrunched up his nose

"Now now I assure you it will be quite useful. By reciting a simple prayer all the knowledge found inside a book or scroll will instantly be transferred into your mind. You will know the words by heart but that does not mean you will necessarily comprehend their meaning. You will still need to analyse the information yourself. This is the reason you are taking some classes with first years for now but you will be placed with fourth years next year. Once you understand the basics you will be able to understand the material of the higher classes much easier and you will not need so much help from a teacher. It should only take you a few months to catch up with children your own age once you understand the basics"

"You're repeating yourself, come on show me the spell or prayer or whatever you call it"

Albus chuckled "So eager, you will be happy to learn that this prayer can only be copied by Masters of Charms. It is a very difficult spell but with the aid of a god it becomes very simple and easy. You will be the only student in the entire school that will not have to devote hours of reading to learn a subject"

Dudley blinked, not having to read books was good, sounded like a major time saver... still "Why did I have to read the Wizards Bible then?"

"You are very likely to offend the gods if you try to use spells like this to learn their text. Avoid using it for any holy writings, including your prayer book"

Dudley nodded

"Now repeat after me" Albus began speaking gibberish and Dudley stared at him dumbfounded. The old man chuckled seeing the poor boy's expression "The prayers have greater strength when spoken in the favored language of the god but I suppose we can try to teach you Latin later. Just Say 'Loki, share the secrets within the pages'," the old man smiled handing over the book "Hold the book against your forehead and repeat the phrase"

Dudley shrugged doing as he was told, and feeling ridiculously silly well doing it "Loki, share the secrets within the pages" nothing happened

"You need to believe it will work, try again. Unlike other prayers this spell is instantaneous"

Dudley nodded trying again, and again, aaaaaaaand again.

"Dudley" Albus smiled "Do you believe in Loki? No no don't speak, just think. I know you came from a different religious background so this can't be easy for you. You believed the gods were fictitious your whole life. Just try to remember what it was like when you met Loki. What did it feel like to be in his presence? Is there any doubt that he was a god? Don't just say the words, talk to him, ask him to help you and know that he will"

Dudley thought on that. Did he really believe Loki was a god? An actual god? He found the Wizard Bible really interesting and the idea of being a Cleric sounded amazing but honestly it felt more like a game to him then a life's calling. He remembered feeling scared and confused and so angry when the wizards exposed him to their 'gods'. Then Loki appeared offering to restore his parents to life... and Dudley believed he could do it. Seeing the man before him bathed in light their was no doubt he could bring his parents back. Weren't gods the only ones with that kind of power? Maybe thinking of him as a god was the problem. These 'gods' appeared to be very different things them what he grew up with. They were just people with extraordinary power according to the Wizard Bible. They felt, they hurt, they even thought very similarly to people. They had a different sense of morality and a different perception on things but you could understand them at least a little bit. Was Loki really a god? Probably not as Dudley understood it but was he real? Dudley knew he was and knew he was powerful enough to do what Dudley asked.

The boy held the book to his head and spoke as if Loki was next to him, spoke to him like a person and not what Albus wanted him to do "Okay Loki, you know what I want and don't be an arse about it this time" Albus' mouth dropped open but considering last time Dudley asked that guy for something he turned his parents into a snake he better make himself clear "Loki" he spoke the name sincerely "share the secrets within the pages" suddenly words floated into his mind and his head snapped back in shock from the rush but it was already over. Dudley blinked a few times before muttering "I know Latin" he slowly opened the book to find it was indeed a English to Latin dictionary. Smiling up at Albus he repeated "I know Latin!"

Albus quickly recovered from the unorthodox approach "Let's see about that my boy" and began having a conversation in Latin, occasionally correcting Dudley's pronunciation of the words.

###

Harry sat in Gryffindor Tower glaring at the snake. It, as they definitely were an 'it' now seeing as they had two genders, was glaring at him and demanding he respond. They just kept nagging and nagging. They couldn't get it in their thick skulls that Harry was ignoring them. They were in the middle of the common room! Couldn't they understand that he didn't like speaking to snakes around people, especially not his fellow Gryffindors.

"Harry please" Aunt Petunia begged "We need your help"

"SOD OFF!" Harry screamed snapping his head towards the snake. Everyone grew quiet as they heard The Boy Who Lived speak in Parseltongue. It was regarded as a dark ability because the Dark Lord had been fluent in it. His fellow Gryffindors always hated to hear him speak it. The fact he was shouting in it wasn't helping "I'm not speaking to you, I don't want to speak to you, and I'm definitely not doing it in the middle of the common room so bugger off and leave me alone!"

"Why you little-"

"Go ahead and try something! Your literally surrounded by wizards if you're too stupid to notice!"

"Vernon" Petunia tried to calm her husband before things got to back. She quickly looked back at Harry "Please Harry, we need you to translate-"

"Bugger off! Go find some other snakes in the woods to talk to!"

"This isn't about us!" Petunia insisted "This is about Dudley. You two have been getting on so much better now but he misses being able to talk to us. Surely you can sympathize. He just wants to talk to his parents. You can do that for him. Please help, for Dudley"

###

**A/N:**
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**A/N:** Sorry people but it seems I've gotten a life so updates will be pushed back to once a month. The 1st of every month. This will mean longer chapters more coherent to the plot. The reason this one is so late is I took a break in March and started writing again in April in between going out and doing fun stuff with friends.

###

"Dudley?"

The large boy slowly looked up from his plate at the breakfast table and raised on eyebrow at what he saw. Harry was standing in front of him with the Snake Parents flapping their wings beside him. They weren't biting or 'hexing' each other at all. Next thing you know the Snake Parents will be riding Harry's shoulders. Dudley snorted as he held back a laugh. Harry looked agitated enough without thinking Dudley was laughing at him.

Dudley opened his mouth to ask 'what's up' but before he could Harry said "The Snakes want you to know they're proud of you" Harry rolled his eyes "And that blah blah blah they don't mind YOU using magic blah" Harry abruptly turned to leave, with the Snake Parents glaring angrily at him from obviously leaving out most of what they wanted to say, but was stop by one choked whisper from Dudley

"They... they said that?"

Harry looked at Dudley for a moment, his expression changing to one of compassion "Yeah... they're proud and... and they love you... no matter what"

Dudley pounced out off his chair and grabbed hold of his Snake Parents "I love you to" Dudley assured hugging them tightly. It was the first time he got to say it back to them in so long. He didn't realize how much he missed saying that... and he barely ever said it before they died... He looked over at Harry, ignoring the Puff girls awwing at the 'beautiful bond between familiar and Master' not knowing what was actually going on "Thanks Harry"

"A-anytime" Harry said without thinking then took a moment to examine the words out of his mouth "I... I mean that Dudley, anytime"

Dudley smiled trying not to cry. He'd always been overly sensitive since his parents never thought him restraint "Thanks"

###

"Oh too be young" Albus smiled from his seat at the teachers' table. He wished he could hear what was being said but the boys were too far away. Still it seemed like Harry had pulled Dudley out of his grief. Children bounced back so quickly with the right words.

"Indeed" Snape didn't even bother looking up from the paper he was reading or even pretending to care about whatever Albus was referring to.

"Youth is wasted on the young" Lao smiled remembering his own youth fondly "They can't really appreciate it until the time has passed"

"Oh I don't know about that" Albus disagreed "They take such joy in simple things like being able to stay up late and a bit of candy really is a treat to them"

"Speaking of, Halloween is near" Hooch smiled "We need to start planning for the feast and of course the ball for the seventh years"

Snape sneered still reading his paper "And let's not forget the big Quidditch match just a few days before"

The old witch blushed at being found out.

"Why Albus didn't cancel that residual sport I haven't the foggiest considering those blasted creatures tried to eat a certain brat"

Albus could only sigh. He considered canceling it but with everything that happened to Harry recently he'd be devastated. Instead he was just putting up extra wards and planning to have the elves make close rounds. A Dementor was an easy fight for an elf.

Lao asked "Is there anyway to send the children home for Halloween?"

"Home?" Snape finally looked up

"I have devised a ritual I believe will remove the curse on this school. Unfortunately it has a bit of a backlash and would not be safe for the children to be running about campus"

Ablus blinked "A means to break the Curse?"

Lao nodded "Unfortunately it will have to be preformed on Halloween when the barrier between this world and the next is at its thinnest. The lycan will also have to be present as the curse is currently attached to him"

Snape sneered "If it doesn't work we'll have a lot of angry parents for sending their kids home early"

The talking dog beside Lao shrugged "You don't have to send them home. How about, instead of a feast, you arrange a little field trip that week. Get the kids out of the castle well the old man and I break the curse"

Snape didn't look convinced "It is still rather last minute"

Albus sighed "No choice but to preceded. Did you have a trip in mind?"

"Actually" Fu smiled mischievously

###

"Wow" Jake awed walking up the ramp of the luxury cruise ship. Draco was right beside him blinking.

It was odd to the British raised wizard to see what the Americans considered a luxury boat. It looked like a muggle ship but he knew for a fact it was owned by wizards. They had a bloody Quidditch pitch on the deck, which was odd seeing as Quidditch wasn't very popular to the wizards of America. What the boys didn't know was that the cruise ship set it up last minute for their school.

"Wicked" Teddy grinned from the back of the group of third year Slytherins "It sure was nice of your Gramps to commandeer tickets for us"

Pansy shook her head "I still can't believe he just asked for this. You've got to be pulling our legs Long"

"Nope" Jake grinned. His fellow Slytherins were the only ones he told about how the school got a ship at the last minute and could let all the students go on it free of charge. When the headmaster announced the trip he only said it was from an annoyance donor.

There were rumors going around the school saying it was Draco's father or perhaps Harry himself, because Harry was apparently even more rich then the Malfoys and was evidently known to spend his money in stupidly generous ways... but from the stories it sounded like Harry just bought a mountain of sugary treats he shared with his housemates occasionally and not anything overly flashy. Hermione said he couldn't even do that anymore because he was placed with new guardians who wanted him to learn how to budget by putting him on a small allowance. From the stories Jake heard Draco's dad might actually buy tickets for a cruise ship but then only for Slytherin house.

After hearing all the theories, which strangely allowed Jake to learn more about his friends. Jake took pity on his fellow Slytherins and told them that it was Gramps. He could trust the Slytherins not to let that knowledge spread across the school. The Dragon Council wouldn't like it too much to hear Gramps was extending his authority, that technically wasn't his anymore. Jake told the Slytherins how Gramps asked for all of Hogwarts to be allowed on the next cruise... which kind of made all the Slytherins freak out that Gramps didn't actually pay anyone to do this. The company wasn't making any money from them. They still had lots of other passengers, mostly American and Canadian wizards with a few dozen Mexican as well, but with over 600 students riding for free they were not making as large a profit as they would have liked. They still had 400 paying passengers which were still giving them more money then Jake would ever see. The Slytherins didn't really understand just how much weight the American Dragon had until that moment and some of them were having trouble believing it. Jake supposed it was a little outrageous for a company to just let 600 people ride for free, meals and entertainment included, for no other reason then the former American Dragon asked them to. It wasn't like this was for no reason though. Gramps had explained to the company that he was removing a curse on the school and that he needed a place for the children to stay safe in the meantime. The company was just helping the American Dragon do what he did. People did that all the time in Jake's world.

They walked through the decks, branching off in teams of three so that everyone could have a room. Somehow Draco was able to convince the cousins to take the room next to his instead of being his bunkmates. Jake, Teddy, and Draco shared a room well Vince, Greg, and Blaise had the one next door.

###

"No classes for a week!" Ron exclaimed flopping on his bed

"It's a shame Hermione's parents wouldn't let her come" Harry sighed

All the parents had been contacted and informed the school was taking their kids on a trip courtesy of an anonymous donor. Although most parents had allowed it some kids had to return home due to overprotectiveness. Then there were parents like the Weasleys who thought this was a once in a lifetime opportunity. Harry smiled, grateful to have them. The Dursleys would never have signed the forum to let him come. They probably would have shot the Owl. The only bad thing about the Weasleys as guardians was they insisted the three youngest boys share a room, which included Dudley.

Dudley looked around the cabin "There's only one bed" he observed

Ron shrugged "It's big enough for three people"

"Even your fat ass" Harry smirked getting a scowl in return

Ron took his pet rat Scabbers out of his carrier and sat him on his chest. Stroking his fur "At least with Hermione gone that devil cat of her's won't keep eyeing Scabbers like he's lunch. He's been a complete wreck ever since she got that thing!" actually Scabbers had been stressed out a few months before she got that cat but Harry knew better then to point that out. He was trying really hard not to get involved when his best friends fought.

"Why would she get a cat anyway when she knew you had a pet rat?" Dudley had no such loyalty to Hermione and instantly sided with his new brother.

"I know right! Scabbers was here first! She should have just gotten an owl. Those are trained not to hurt other people's pets. She even said she was getting an owl!"

"Girls are fickle things" Dudley shrugged helplessly. The snake on his shoulders looked amused.

Harry couldn't help it. He had to say "Don't snakes eat rats?" just to gross out the Dursleys and get that look of outrage on Dudley's face.

"They'd never eat some gross rat!"

"Scabbers isn't THAT gross" Ron defended but smiled as he continued to stroke the little thing's fur. Ron always spoke about what a useless creature Scabbers was but the more Harry saw of how Ron treated it the more obvious it became that he really loved Scabbers. Harry even learned that Ron took baths with it at home! Apparently Scabbers freaking out eat time and trying to flee the room didn't dampen Ron's attempts. Even so Scabbers slept on Ron's pillow right by his head at night so it was clear Scabbers loved Ron to.

Everything Ron owned was second hand even his pet, who actually belonged to his older brother Percy. If you hear Ron tell it Percy just got tired of Scabbers, since he just found the rat in the garden and his parents let him keep it. However living with the Weasleys Harry had heard Percy's side of things. Scabbers had walked up to Percy when he was playing in the garden. The little guy was hurt and limped over to the small boy as if asking for help. Percy picked him up and took him to his mom since she was the unofficial medwitch of the house. He begged her to help the rat and spent near a week helping her nurse it back to health. His parents let him keep it after it had recovered and been his best friend through his first few years at Hogwarts. Normally rats only live three years but when a wizard bounds with an animal that animal will be filled with so much magic they will live as long as the wizard does, provided nothing unfortunate happens. The more powerful the wizard the more magic running through the familiar, which is why animals owned by Draconic Sorcerers could talk and were extremely intelligent (Hermione had been going crazy about all the things the Bond with a familiar could do for both the person and animal after meeting Fu. She wouldn't shut up about it). Percy said he had no real right to Scabbers because it was Ron that formed the familiar bond with it, although they never actually tested that. So when it was Ron's turn to go to school but his parents couldn't afford to buy him a familiar Percy decided to pass Scabbers onto Ron, since the two had always gotten along since Scabbers first saw Ron in his crib. To Percy, even though he didn't say this part Harry could tell, giving Ron Scabbers was a deeply personal gift to his little brother. Something he meant as an indirect 'I love you'. Familiars were different then muggle pets. Your magic was actually flowing through them. They were part of you, like Harry's owl Hedwig was part of him. There were actually spells taught in 7th year that you could only do with the help of your familiar... Hermione was already trying to do them with her cat.

Percy was a bit of a prat but he did care about his family, passing down a familiar was a huge demonstration of that Harry realized after Hermione's lectures but... there was something in Percy. The way he looked at his parents sometimes. As if they betrayed him somehow. He was distant from his family for a reason... and Harry planned to find out why.

###

"What are you doing?"

Harry jumped turning around to see Jake and Draco "Shhhh" he order before peeking around the corner again. The pair of Slytherin peeked with him, disappointed to see the boring sight of Percy Weasley reading by the pool.

"Got a crush Potter" Draco smirked

"Ew!" Harry gagged wondering how it wasn't a crime for someone to think Percy Weasley of all people was attractive. True he wasn't ugly, even had the classic pretty boy features all Weasleys seemed to share, but he was so condescending to everyone. He was like the Gryffindor version of Snape!

"Why are we spying on a Prefect?" Jake asked

Harry glared at them "I'm not spying I'm just... observing"

"Planning another prank war?" Draco smiled

"Look just beat it, it's family business"

"Family?" Draco raised on eyebrow "We all know your only 'family' is six feet under"

"Draco!" Jake gaped

"What? Everyone one knows it? If your parents hadn't been stupid enough to stand in the way of the Dark Lord-"

"That's enough!" Jake growled but Draco ignored him

"Then you go and let those muggles beat your little arse. It was in the papers how the precious golden boy was the punching bag to his worthless unlce. You bloody went into hiding like a coward for a month just so people wouldn't talk to you about it! The Weasleys are no better, 'Family business', the only reason the Weasleys took you in is so they can get at your money dumbass"

Harry's fist made instinctive contact with Draco's face. He was so pissed off he momentarily forgot he was a wizard. He jumped on Draco, pinning him to the ground and punching him over and over again. Jake was on top of his trying to pry him off the other boy. As Harry was being dragged away he gave once last kick to that once pretty face.

"What's going on over-" Percy yelled running over but his voice was caught in his throat when he saw Draco's face. He immediately tapped his wand to his badge, contracting his head of house "Professor we need Madame Poppy down here immediately. Draco is hurt"

###

"That's the last time I try to help that wretch!" Draco growled rubbing his bandaged covered face. He couldn't believe he had to wear this thing for an entire hour as he waited for the ointment to heal the wounds. They were sitting in the hospital wing of the ship.

"Help!? How the hell could anything you said be helpful!" Jake growled

"Potter needed to be told the truth about the Weasleys! Their nothing but thieves and-"

"Fuck off!" Jake snapped glaring angrily "You deserved to get your ass kicked for the things you said! Why the hell would you suddenly start shouting at him for being an orphan and humiliating him because he was abused. Neither of those things are his fault!" Jake hadn't actually known about Harry's previous guardians being abusive. He knew he got new ones, about the same time as learning the boy was an orphan, but he just thought it was foster care moving from house to house type stuff. Jake didn't read the paper but it made sense that a wizard child being abused would make it in. There weren't very many as magic made it hard to get pregnant and carry the child to term, and not just in humans (even though some species have large litters of kids they only get pregnant every few hundred years). Most wizarding families only managed to have one child in there 200 year lifespans, and far too many couples never did (which made the Weasleys having so many children truly insane). There were potions to help with that but they were hard to make and the ingredients were expensive. As a result children were very precious to wizards. The idea of hurting one resulting in the death penalty in some cultures. Of course wizards and other magical creatures had different ideas of what 'hurting' children was as they were more often then not far more strick then normal humans and many creatures didn't even have an 'age of consent' as long as they could consent. Magic societies, regardless of how advanced, had very archaic beliefs. When they said something was 'abuse' that meant very very bad as in broken bones and blood. It wasn't a surprise that something like that would be in the paper.

"I wasn't trying to humiliate him but Potter can be so damn frustrating!" Draco snapped before sighing "I just... It was shocking to hear that Harry Potter of all people would be abused and by Muggles no less! After all those times he badgered me about those things not being the embodiment of evil! He knew first hand what they were capable of! He... I... I don't like the idea of muggles hurting a wizard child is all and... and he could have stopped them. He should have been able to stand up to them with his magic! He shouldn't... my father always goes on about how muggles are dangerous but truthfully I don't see it. They are just so..."

"What good is magic to an untrained wizard? And besides doesn't matter how much magic you have a fist to the face still hurts"

"I guess" Draco lightly touched his bandaged cheek "But then he goes to the Weasleys of all people! They're well known thieves!"

"Eh?"

"A thousand years ago when the Malfoy clan was just beginning it's role as disciples of Merlin we were simple traders. My ancestors worked hard and put their lifesavings into building a single store in Hogsmeade, the center of wizarding trade at the time. That should have been the start of a grand empire but shortly after Hogsmeade was attacked. Our store wasn't just robbed, it was burned to the ground by bandits. Their leader was Abigail WEASLEY! A ruthless bloodthirsty witch who used muggles, armed with her enchantments, to do her dirty work. Everyone just glosses over that because Merlin 'saved her soul' and she became one of his disciples but the Malfoys have never forgotten what the Weasleys did to us"

"... a thousand years ago... but aren't the Malfoys like billionaires now?"

"We were homeless beggers because of what they did to us! We had to live in Merlin's cottage until we scrounged enough money to buy a wagon and live as wandering traders! WANDERING Traders! We had to start all over again from scratch. It was only through blind luck that we recovered from that! We lost EVERYTHING! I don't care how much Weasleys preach about being 'light wizards' their murderers and thieves! They're probably planning to kill Potter in his sleep so they can take his fortune"

Jake sighed, so this was about some kind of ancient family feud. If only Gramps was here, he'd know what to say... but he'd probably tell Jake to handle it himself. Jake would have to deal with things like this occasionally because of his title. He needed to try some Slytherin Diplomacy "What about the twins?"

"Not there fault their Weasleys" Draco huffed

"Neither is it Ron's fault or Percy's or even their parents or grandparents. They can't help that far down there family tree they had someone who wasn't the nicest of people"

"Nicest of people! Jake she was a monster! She kidnapped witches and wizards and sold them to muggles as slaves! Merlin should have killed her but instead he put her on a pillar as one of the great pure blood families of Britain! I bet she tricked him somehow like some evil-"

"Whatever she was like the rest of the Weasley family isn't to blame. You can't blame people for the sins of their parents let alone ancestors"

"Maybe you should. They've got bad blood!"

"Then should I blame you for what your father did?"

"My father is a hero!"

"Yes it was very heroic to try to sacrifice a little girl's soul to create a superweapon or does that not matter because she's a Weasley?"

Draco flinched and got very quiet. He'd forgotten Jake had heard some of that story "He... he was just scared. He had to stop the Dark Lord from returning he... he meant well..."

"Should I blame you for that?... because I don't. I don't think any less of you at all. You're my friend but even if you weren't I won't blame you for what your dad tried to do... He's your dad Draco, a much closer blood relative then some distant ancestor, but I don't believe anything he does should reflect on you. You are a completely different person... you know I don't like Ron so I'm not bias to the Weasleys but you shouldn't think their all monsters because of their ancestors. People are just people Draco. Some are good and some are bad but most are far more complex"

###

Harry clenched his teeth as Percy's hand assaulted his bum. Apparently the downside to having an 'older brother' was they thought they were your parents. Harry did his best not to wiggle or move, Uncle Vernon always hated it when he did that and so Harry just assumed staying perfectly still and not making a sound was expected of him.

This didn't hurt as much as when Vernon did it but it still hurt. He was confused when Percy pulled his pants back up after only twenty swats. His butt must not even be red at this point. It felt just a little pink. Percy pulled him up so that the boy was sitting on his lap before giving him a hug. It felt so warm and strange.

"I'm often tempered to sock a Malfoy myself but you must not let them bait you like that. You'll likely be suspended now"

"If Dumbledore was ever going to suspend me I think he would have done it when I crashed a flying car in the castle"

Percy gave his butt another quick smack before going back to hugging "Honestly, Your worse then George"

"But not Fred?" Harry grinned, still liking the hug. He'd gotten more used to hugs since he came to live with the Weasleys but this was the first time Percy did it.

"George is the mastermind behind most of their pranks, Fred just tags along"

Harry blinked learning more about his new family. The twins had a much more complex relationship then at first glance. Harry was learning the little quirks they didn't share. Fred was a bit of a hot head and bold as well as loyal and kind but with a strong sense of fair play and a need to punish the guilty, so pretty much a cliche Gryffindor. George... was not. He was still kind to those he considered a friend but merciless to his enemies, although he had very few. Both the twins spent a lot of time experimenting and inventing but when they were apart, which appeared to only be when they were at home, Fred would spend his downtime playing games where George would prefer to read. George was cunning, ambitious, almost like a... Harry's eyes widened.

He needed to talk to George.

###

"What's- up- Harry?" The twins asked smiling

Harry blushed nervous on how to approach this. The twins were alone in there room, the Slytherin fifth year they shared it with out at the moment. Unfortunately he was never very subtle "The hat wanted to put George in Slytherin didn't it?" like that, a master of tact.

The twins blinked and one of them looked worried where the other looked hard. The hard one said "Been talking to Percy?" well the other stopped talking all together.

"No I just... the hat wanted to put me in Slytherin to..." that hard look softened a good deal and the twin sighed

"Best not be spreading that around Harry. Our housemates might not be as understanding"

"But it was the same for you right"

George, as he could be no one else, stared at him a moment "Why didn't you let the hat put you in Slytherin?"

Harry fiddled with his robe "I didn't know much about house rivalry or anything at the time, Ron just said Slytherins are evil and I'd just learned that Voldemort was a Slytherin, plus I'd just meet Malfoy"

Fref rolled his eyes "Not the first time a Malfoy harassed a Weasley. He was probably just mad you chose Ron over him"

George grinned "Draco's alright, he just tries too hard to act how he thinks his dad wants him to. If he actually believed most of the stuff he said that be different but he delivers it more like a planned speech and not even one he's written"

Not wanting to think about Malfoy after what just happened Harry confessed "I didn't want to risk losing Ron as my friend"

George looked at him before nodding "Yeah, Ron can be a bit of a duffess when it comes to Slytherins and Malfoys. He buys that crap mom is always saying too much"

"So why did you-"

"I'm a Weasley Harry. You don't understand this yet but that does comes with certain expectations. We might be poor but were still a respected pure blood family. My parents are even more accepting then most but their still pure bloods. If they found out I was a Slytherin... I begged the hat not to put me in there. I argued with it for over an hour because it honestly saw no reason I could be placed anywhere else. It's second choice was actually Ravenclaw but I was adamant I wanted to be a Gryffindor... I was worried my parents would disown me if I was anything else"

Harry's eyes widened "They wouldn't do that! They'd-"

"Probably not but they'd still look at me different, wondering where they'd gone wrong... Our parents aren't perfect Harry, no one is. They try their best but even they have their prejudice. Dark wizards, Slytherins in general, Malfoys just to name a few. They are light wizards, practicing magic 'only the way it wishes to be used', and so obviously their better then everyone else. It was hard enough this year when I told them I wanted to learn Summoning. Father was able to talk mother into allowing it but his reasoning was I had to be allowed to make my own mistakes. Dark magic isn't 'evil' Harry. It's defined as channeling magic in a way that meets high resistance. For example opening a portal between dimensions. How is that evil? My parents see the world as black and white as most light mages do. It is a political opinion not morality. I was worried my parents would stop loving me if I told them my politics were different then their's"

"So... your a dark wizard?"

"No I'm more gray. I believe in balance but that's still different then my parents view... you should probably not tell them the hat wanted to put you in Slytherin"

Harry deflated

"They're still good people Harry just... set in their ways... Percy is less forgiving"

Harry looked up curious.

"After my ordeal with the hat Percy found me crying in the bathroom. I told him what happened and he agreed I did the right thing but ever since... he's become distant from our parents, sees them as hypocrites for making me feel that way and has been questioning everything they ever taught us. Our parents don't even know the reason they've grown apart. They think Percy is just trying to become more independent"

Harry felt numb that his perfect family had such big problems. He just envisioned such an amazing family dynamic for the Weasleys with Percy just being the abnormal prat. It was unsettling to hear that he actually had a reason to be the way he was, and it was simply because he was a good big brother.

"Our parents love all of us Harry" Fred spoke up "You to, they've considered you theirs long before you came to live with us. They even tried to visit you when you were small but Dumbledore said your guardians wanted to shield you from all things magic. They were friends with your parents so at the very least they tried to send you birthday and Christmas cards but it become obvious you never got them after we found out how you were living and you spent the summer with us... Our parents are very kind, loving, people but you can't forget they are people. Everyone has their flaws but that doesn't mean we should stop loving them, understand?"

Harry lightly nodded his head feeling a mixture of emotions. He was touched the Weasley tried to stay in contact with him after his parents died, angry that his relatives most likely burnt the letters, and very disillusioned about his perfect family life... just when he and Dudley were starting to get on he discovers the skeletons in the Weasleys closest.


	23. Chapter 23

"Aw man" Jake groaned looking at his laptop, a YouTube video was up of him drinking his Gold substitute at dinner. The video must have been made by one of the crewmen as Hogwarts students ate separately from the rest of the passengers "We've only been here for a day! How am I on YouTube already!?"

"There's a link attached to it" Draco noticed, having learned what the underlined and highlighted jumble of words meant from spending so much time playing with Jake's stuff. Draco was pretending not to he surprised the video already had over 17 million views, it only been up for a few hours and this was just one of the extra videos someone copied and pasted onto their own channel and filled with links to other people talking about it.

Jake clicked the link and groaned seeing a legitimate news article about the video.

"American Dragon suffers from Dragon Sickness" Draco read the title, Jake flat out wailed at that. But Draco continued to read, feeling his insides twist with guilt.

"Last night at 9:30PM a video was posted on YouTube of the American Dragon. As with most videos of the American Dragon it quickly went viral. However this one features disturbing imagery not for what is actually shown but for what it implies. It is a three minute video of the American Dragon being handed the Gold Withdrawal Potion by one of his teachers. The young dragon slowly drinks it without anyone at his table batting an eye indicating this is a common occurrence. The American Dragon is seem drinking the potion as slowly as possible as if trying to savior it, a common habit by those suffering this addiction where they try to make their contact with gold last as long as possible. Although it is obvious the school is trying to help him through this it is equally obvious that they see no reason to allow the young dragon to maintain his dignity by keeping the matter private"

"If they think it should stay private why the hell did they post it on YouTube and write an article about it!" Jake snapped

Draco continued to read "It is also clear that this has been going on for a long time, if the lack of reaction from the student body is any indication this has long since become old news to them. How a dragon child could even be exposed to gold is a mystery. Such a thing could never happen in America with all the precautions such merchants are required by law to take. It is also been declared illegal by the Goblins to trade with dragons using gold currency. As the Goblins control the only magical bank across the world and are strong enforcers of their own laws it is inconceivable that a dragon could get access to gold coins even accidentally. However the British are largely know for disregarding the laws of other cultures, even global powers like the goblins. Even so the American Dragon should have known better then to trade with gold currency. With how distant, paranoid, and aggressive dragons become when exposed to gold it is extremely unlikely the condition could have gotten this bad without willful ignorance on Britain's part. Immediately after this video was shown to the Secretary of Magic she sent out a message to the British Minister of Magic demanding to know how he could be so careless with is legislation that something like this could happen but has yet to hear back. It is becoming increasingly obvious that the American Dragon should not have been allowed to go to such a backwards country. The Dragon Council has already received massive amounts of criticism for strong arming prestigious wizarding schools from allowing the young dragon to attend to the point the American Dragon had to flee the country just to learn the honorable arts of wizard magic. It is bad enough knowing our Dragon Guardian of Magical Life was forced out of the country he is supposed to protect but that he is now struggling with substance abuse due to Britain's carelessness. We can only send our well wishes to the young Dragon and hope that he returns to the states where he belongs"

Jake sighed flopping on the bed

"I'm... I'm sorry" Draco muttered

"I don't blame you" Jake reassured "You didn't know and I should have said no... you know what the fucked up thing is?" Draco shook his head "I still kind of miss holding my cauldron"

Draco really didn't know what to say to that. All he knew was what he should not say. As for example the dozen other links to different articles on the boy's gold addiction.

"Let's go to breakfast" Draco finally suggested, turning off the computer so Jake couldn't see them.

###

The third year Slytherins, plus Luna, all sat around their own private table laughing and cheering.

"Did you guys sign up" Vince grinned "The Tournament is today! Let's show those Ravenclaws who's boss!"

"No thanks" Teddy scrunched up his nose "The Captain made our little dueling tournament PUBLIC. Their even selling tickets to the passengers and Hogwarts students get in for FREE! I'm not about to make a fool of myself in front of all those people" Teddy shuddered "When it's just us Snakes and Ravens that's fine but not a real Audience!"

"There only doing it Because of Long" Blaise glared at the dragon boy

"What I do?" Jake blinked

Blaise rolled his eyes "It's on all the posters all over the ship, 'American Dragon Competes in Children's Dueling Tournament', The whole ship is going to watch you and we're just your opening act!"

Pansy pouted "They actually moved third years to the last match so everyone can see you. You better win that tournament or else your shaming our entire house in front of hundreds of Americans! Those bastards are arrogant enough as it is!"

Teddy nodded "And will no doubt talk about it to the rest of the world. Slytherin house will be the laughing stock around the world if you don't do well and Hogwarts will go from being one of the best schools in Britain to one of the worst on the planet!"

Draco rolled his eyes "Don't worry about it guys. Jake gets all kinds of special training and extra lessons every night. No way he'll embarrass us but I highly doubt he'll win since I'm competing"

"Draco!" Pansy glared "You shouldn't go out of your way to embarrass our house!"

"I'm not embarrassing anyone" Draco assured "but just think, if I beat the American Dragon in front of hundreds of people I'll be famous!"

All the Slytherins sighed

Luna smiled serenely "I bet you'll do well Draco but the title of 'Dragon Kicker' goes to me"

"Luna!" Pansy whined "Don't encourage this!"

"Karaoke" Luna stated as she looked up at the stage and finding Ginny Weasley making a fool of herself on the muggle contraption. The younger girl didn't seem to mind though as she was laughing and enjoying herself. Luna's eyes turned to Blaise and it seemed he knew what she was going to say next.

"No" Blaise glared

"Why not? You should have a lovely singing voice" Luna encouraged

"I said 'No' Luna" he insisted

"Come on Blaise!" Draco grinned "You really do have a great voice"

Greg added "Remember that recital your mum made you do just before first year?"

"No!"

"How could you not remember? It was great" Vince added

"I do remember! That's why I'm not doing it!"

"Come on Blaise!" Pansy tugged him out of the chair and dragged him up

"I don't even know any American songs!"

"Then sing something good instead" Pansy grinned cheekily "Sing that song you did at the recital"

"WHAT!?" Blaise flushed as Pansy went from dragging to pushing "No you don't understand that's not- your not supposed to sing songs like that outside-"

"Just do it already" Pansy commanded getting them on the stage and stealing the microphone from Ginny. When the other girl started to protect "You've been up here all morning, give someone else a chance!" Pansy snapped shoving the mic into Blaise's hand and switching off the music.

The entire school was now staring at him. Most glaring for having thrown Ginny off stage.

"Well" Pansy huffed "Sing!"

Blaise groaned but charmed the air with his wand to play a humbling melody. Jake's eyes widened as he felt the music in the air mixed with... interesting effects on the body from the magic in the notes. His body warmed and heart fluttered, his palms moist, and a shiver went down his back. By the reactions of everyone else in the dinning hall he wasn't the only one who felt this. He knew what this song was before a single word was uttered. Blaise's voice was heavenly, having a greater effect then the music but no one seemed to understand why. They just listened to the angelic voice in a strange language as if it was an opera. After figuring out what the song was it wasn't that big a deal to hear it sung in Sylvan. No one else seemed to understand what the words meant, except maybe Luna.

"**You've come for me, my greatest love for whom I've yet to meet. **

**Your words are silk spun with dread asking for your evening meal. **

**Who am I to question you for I am yours to do with what you will.**

**This night is your, as well as mine, to cherish in the forgotten. **

**I struggle to want, but a thing, for the sight of you fills all my heart's desires.**

**You are my love, my precious thing, with but a kiss I am yours for now until eternity. **

**So you've come for me, my greatest love, for whom I have been waiting. I am as yours if you see fit. All I desire is that first and final kiss**"

The song mostly repeated itself for a few minutes until it ended. After he was done Blaise quickly put the microphone back on the stand and all but ran off the stage. All the Hogwarts students were clapping and demanding an encore, although they'd probably be disturbed if they knew what the words translated to. He was still flushing when he sat back at the table. When he caught Jake's expression he hissed "Keep it too your damn self"

Jake tired, he really did, but he couldn't resist saying, but at least he said it in Sylvan "**You're a succubus**" sort of anyway. Actual Succubus were all female. Males were pretty much human with no real supernatural powers beyond normal spell casting and tingly singing (although not nearly as powerful as the females' songs. A male could only make a person feel good with a song where a female could hypnotize all who hear them and use them as mindless puppets). Females would offer their male children to other Succubus. Despite what the song implied they didn't actually eat the males, at least not anymore with the laws the Dragon Council strongly enforced, but they did magically bind them to them with a powerful love spell... by kissing them... on the lips... Males were largely used as sex slaves in a humongous harem. Succubus very rarely got pregnant, even rarer were able to carry the child to term, and usually it was a boy. With maybe one in a hundred being female the species was going extinct. Those harems were their idea on how to save the species. Species didn't really matter to Succubus as far as mates go as their magic resulted in every birth being either a Succubus or a human male. They were closely related to sirens and mermaids with those breeding habits.

Pointing any of this out to Blaise or asking the millions of questions Jake wanted to wasn't the smartest idea based on the glare he was being given. Jake really wanted to know just who Blaise was singing that song to as males were expected to sing it after they were given away to a female. This 'recital' was probably in fact a marriage ceremony or at the very least a ceremony for arranging a marriage as Succubus were big on those. Jake wanted to know if Blaise was getting married to a Succubus around his age and be her 'destined one' (meaning her first mate) or if he was going to an older Succubus and just be added to an already existing Harem. These would probably be really embarrassing questions though.

"It was a lovely song" Luna smiled "But I was hoping you'd sing that one Ginny was. 'This used to be a fun house, but now it's filled with evil clowns'" Luna continued to sing making Blaise smile a bit.
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A/N:

I am SOOOOOOOO sorry for how long this has took. This is actually only half the Chapter I wanted to write but I'm having such a hard time getting into the mindset to write out the fights so here. Next Chapter is lots of Violence.

###

"What are you guys laying around for!?" Dudley snapped as he pulled on his best robes. The Snake Dursleys were looking at it with disgust from on the bed but their expression quickly left when Dudley turned around. They didn't want him to know how uncomfortable they were with him dressing like that. A school uniform was one thing but bright blue robes with stars MOVING across the fabric! Dumbledore had shrunken down his 'best' robes so Dudley could look nice for the event.

Ron whined "The dinning hall is closed, so's the Quidditch Pitch, and the Arcade" lots of the students had been spending hours in their unaware they were mostly muggle toys. The 'Techno Magic' part of them they were drawn to was nothing more then a spell to let the electronics work in a highly magical area "The only thing open is the casino and the ball room but they won't let kids in there!"

"Actually" Harry reminded just to hear Ron moaned "Everything here is open 24/7. Dumbledore just declared them off limits to Hogwarts students after nine so that the other passengers can use them"

"I know!" Ron gave up the moan "That's totally unfair!"

"Enough about that!" Dudley snapped combing his hair "You better get ready or we'll be late"

"Late to what?" Harry asked

"The Tournament!"

"What Tournament?" Ron and Harry asked at the same time

"The Dueling Tournament! Jeez you'd think you Gryffindors live under rocks. All anyone in my house could talk about for the past MONTH is going to see the tournament and the cruise ship was kind enough to set up an arena. I heard they had to use half the crew to set up the extension charms because the whole ship bought tickets to go see it, Hogwarts get in for free obviously"

Ron blinked "How would you be hearing about this for a month? We just found out we were going on this cruise a few days before hand"

Dudley groaned "You really do live under rocks. It's the Slytherin/Ravenclaw Tournament! Apparently they do this a few times every year! I just got here and I already know more about this school then you! Now get dressed" seeing the scowl on Ron's face at the idea of supporting anything Slytherin "Don't you want to see the Slytherins get their butts kicked in front of hundreds of people?" Ron instantly perked up "Besides, this is a real life Dueling Tournament! Their using the legitimate championship rules and everything! This will be so COOL! Like watching boxing but with magic!"

"Boxing?" Ron blinked

Harry shrugged, used to his friend being oblivious about anything muggle related "It's a muggle sport where two people punch each other until one's declared the winner. They usually come out looking like bloody messes"

Ron's eyes were huge

"Come on! Dumbledore shrunk robes for both of you guys. Put them on and let's go, they won't let you in if you aren't dressed properly. Everyone said duels are really formal events"

###

"Blaise!" Jake called running up to the dark skinned boy. They were finally alone in the changing room before the tournament.

"Bugger off" Blaise rolled his eyes

"I just wanted to-"

"Look" Blaise glared "I'm not one of you freak half breads. I'm pure human and have no intention of joining your 'monster' club with you and the cousins"

"That's not what I... I meant..." Jake stretched the back of his head "Well... congratulation... on the engagement thing I mean"

Blaise blink "Congratulations... CONGRATU-FUCKING-LATIONS! Did you honestly just say that to me!?"

"Well..."

"It's not an engagement dumb shite! I'm supposed to be the bitch's bloody sex slave! Her mindless puppet"

"No your not, I mean the spell doesn't work like that. It just makes you love her unconditionally. Your mind is still yours and-"

"And I'll be beaten if I ever disagree with her! Just shut your mouth 'dragon' just because your some hero in your little corner of the world doesn't mean you know shite about mine. Keep that mouth shut, this better be the last time you talk to me about this"

"Blaise..."

"Here" took something out of his pocket and tossed it at Jake "Play with that and leave me the hell alone"

Jake's eyes widened as he felt it. The bliss going through his body. He looked down at his hands and saw the gold coin. He just stared at it for a minute before muttering "You bastard"

Blaise eyes widened as he saw the way Jake started to slowly caress the coin... that was... really stupid. Blaise meant it more as an insult. He didn't think Long would actually start drooling over it "Give it back" Blaise held out his hand and Jake took a step back "Just give me the bloody thing" Blaise took a step forward. Jake suddenly turned around and started to run. Blaise jumped on top of him before he could get to far, tackling him to the ground, but still Jake refused to let go of the coin "Give it back!" Blaise demanded trying to get the coin away.

Jack curled up. He didn't want to hurt Blaise but he didn't want to give up the coin either. It wasn't like Blaise was strong enough to pry it out of his hands anyway.

"Give me the coin you fucking junkie!"

Jake pushed Blaise away with his legs, but ended up putting more force then he intended. Blaise slammed into a locker and let out a yelp of pain. Jake didn't think to check to make sure he was okay. The young Dragon got to his feet and tried to run but the second he turned around he was nose to nose with a certain Druid.

Luna smiled serenely as she gently took Jake's hand. Every fiber of his being wanted to yank it out of her grasp but there was a calm washing over. Not the unnatural bliss that the coin gave but a nice calm suppressing the cloud of the coin. She gingerly removed the coin from Jake's hand and placed it on his tongue "Swallow" she ordered. Jake didn't know why but she seemed so gentle in that moment yet at the same time radiated power. The dragon in Jake wanted to do nothing more then roll over and submit to a child of the Earth. All his instants overpowered the aura of the coin to obey the will of a Daughter of Gaia. Swallowing the coin was rather trickery in his human form but he managed to muscle it down. She just smiled at him.

Blaise blinked in confusion until he remembered a Druids mastery over beast. Would that work on him? He quickly shook his head before standing "Now that you got the junkie under control I gotta go"

"Thank you" Luna smiled "For trying to take it back"

Blaise's inside turned as the guilt set in but he pushed it down in favor of anger "Oi whatever but I expect to be compensated for my lost coin. 20 Sickles outta cover it. I think a little extra is needed for the damage done to my person"

"Sure" Luna continued to smile and pulled out 20 silver coins from her purse before handing them over.

Blaise groaned feeling even more guilty now that she actually paid "T-thanks... see ya" he quickly left the room.

Luna looked over at Jake "Good luck in the tournament"

"T-thanks" Jake blushed part of him wondering how Luna knew to come into the boy's locker room. The rest of his brain dismissed it as her just being Luna.

###

The Gryffindor boys' eyes bugged out of their heads when they got to the arena. It was HUGE! Dudley wasn't exaggerating when he talked about the extension charms. It was a round indoor stadium with a raised arena in the center. The entire ship was in here!... and it seemed all the good seats were taken. The boys were able to find seats in the nosebleed section behind some Americans dressed in similar robes to theirs. Dumbledore's colorful robes appeared to be a popular fashion design in America.

"Twenty biscuits says the Dragon falls in his first match" One of them said

"You're on" the guy beside him grinned "And 30 says he makes it to the finals"

The first man snorted "I'll take that. He's just a kid. He won't be any decent in a duel until he trains up some"

A third guy asked "Any idea when the third years are up?"

"Not until last" informed the first

"WHAT!?"

"If they had them go first half the stands would leave before any of the other kids get up. They don't want the kids to feel lousy so their making sure we stay through all the fights"

The third man sighed "I get that but that means we have to sit through 7 years of students until we even get to SEE the American Dragon!"

"It's not that bad there's only like 60 kids competing, apparently most of them got scared off by having such a big audience. Plus they're using official rules for a JUNIOR tournament. Instead of fighting until one of them is unconscious like in a grand masters tournament they only got to land three hits in five minutes. That may seem like a long time but they're kids so undoubtedly clumsy with their shields. One of them is usually going to get blasted out of the arena before the timer goes off"

Ron was growling as he heard the men bad mouth kids. Why the hell where they here if they didn't think the tournament would be any good?

"Ladies and gentlemen" a voice boomed across the stadium as a man wearing a muggle suit and a stripped referee robe walked around. Despite his voice clearly being amplified by magic he didn't hold a wand to his throat to do it "Lyruim Sea Cruise line is happy to present a Junior Dueling Tournament of some of Hogwarts' best students from the Ravenclaw and Slytherin dorms. Including, as one of Slytherin's prize students, The American Dragon!" the stadium suddenly erupted as the adults cheered. The Hogwarts students themselves were looking confused "But before we get to the main attraction with the third years let's see just what Hogwarts has been teaching their students. Regrettably first and second years have been banned from participating by the heads of their dorms so first up is the fourth years. Joradus Smith representing Slytherin and Candy Berry from Ravenclaw!"

The two students got in front the announcer facing each other "Now I want a good clean fight, standard tournament rules for juniors. No physical blows without the aid of magic, only passive Jinxes, and any defensive spells. To earn a point you must directly hit your opponent with a Stinging hex and ONLY the stinging hex. Three points and you win or whoever has the most points by the time the bell goes off. If your tied when the bell goes off then it is up to our judges, your head of dorms and headmaster, who will determine who displayed the best strategy and then that person will move on to the next round. Our Judges have given their wizard oath to be unbiased. If you fall out of the arena you instantly lose the fight no matter how many points you are ahead. Now bow to your opponent and when the bell rings begin"

The students bowed before pulling out their wands and getting ready. When the bell went off both students instantly jumped out of the way before firing, but oddly enough not the stinging hex. They were shooting Jinxes at each other, trying to give themselves a better advantage before attacking directly.

Well the boy was in mid step Candy shot her wand at the ground, covering the entire arena in ice. Well he tripped over himself she didn't attack but transfigured her shoes into skates first. By the time she began her assault he had regained his balance but quickly lost it again when he tried to run. She skated around him well firing the Stinging hex but he acted quickly and held his wand above his head, creating a shield sphere. The shield sent out a pulse of energy that knocked the girl over. Quickly dropping the shield he shot Candy with a stinging hex but she flicked her wand and shot one right back. The beams slammed into each other. Candy appeared to have more magical force as her spell slowly inched closer to her opponent by pushing back his beam. When her beam touch his wand there was a small explosion of light with such force it threw the boy back and out of the arena.

"Told you one of the pups would fall out" smirked one of the Americans in front of Harry

"Still... that's some pretty advanced magic for fourth years" another commented

The crowd continued to watch the Tournament progress, waiting eagerly for the third years to take stage.

###

Lucius entered his home through the floo, blinking a bit as his eyes adjusted to the dark. He could make out a figure seated on the couch.

"Forgive me" a voice that sounded like Narcissa's hissed in the dark but there was something strange about it "But you know how hard it is for me to resist my flair for the dramatics"

"Narci?" Lucius hoped

"Now don't be stupid. You know full well who I am. I wonder? What will the Auroras do to your wife if they find your body? Particularly if they get a confession out of her. What on Earth would happen to poor little Draco after that?"

Pure terror coursed through the man's body as he realized who it was "My lord?"

"It's not that I don't appreciate the thought but it was a little premature for you to let loose my diary. It was a regrettable lose but at least it proved your devotion to me... although not your competence"

"F-forgive me my lord" Lucius stammered for dramatic effect... or possibly out of fear "When I learned you were trying to retake form I knew I had to do something to help" he quickly thought up a believable lie.

"Your heart was in the right place but it cost me an anchor to this world... I need you to do something for me. I have other items scattered throughout Britain. You will find them and help me absorb them"

"M-my Lord?" Lucius blinked

The dark lord grew quite as he debated something "I am not well my friend. We've both known that for quite some time. I have always had a temper but when did I became cruel? When did my friends start speaking to me with fear in their voices? When did I start hurting the people I care about?... when did I start killing children?"

Lucius blinked unsure what to say.

"I had a dream of a world without muggles. A world that was not dying from the pollutants of their machines. A world where the beauty of nature was not hidden away for fear of what muggles would do to such magical creatures. Where wizards could practice their magics in peace. We spend so much time hiding from them that we have barely advanced at all in hundreds of years... well Muggles have gained the power to destroy the world in a single day. You know how hard I worked to prevent the Americans and Russians from doing just that... but I became consumed. I let my own fears shatter apart my mind, putting my own desires above the needs of the world... The items I created are the key. I used them to insure I would live forever, not realizing each one I created took a piece of my sanity with it. It's why I needed the Philosopher Stone. With that I can not only rebuild myself a body, one that will truly never die, but I can re-absorb all the little bits of myself I destroyed. I can regain my sanity. I can do what I promised long ago. I can save this world so that your grandchildren can live in peace, never knowing war or fear of the muggles... I swore to protect magic but I became it's greatest threat... I-I... I am a prisoner of my own mind and I have caused so much harm... I need your help my friend. Bring me the items, restore my soul and with it my sanity. Then I can do all I promised. I can save the world"

Lucius stared at the world's most terrifying Dark Lord. There used to be a time where such a word was not feared. Where masters of dark magic were praised not as destoyers but creators of life, as unnatural as that was. Lucius had known from the moment he met Voldemort that he could do great things for this world. The laws of nature catered to his will with as little effort as it took him to breath. In his youth he actually created a number of new spells that revolutionized the arts of healing, before they were banned for being too 'dark'. He invented a number of runes and spells but as he grew older he slipped further and further into madness. What people tend to forget was the 'Death Eaters' where once nothing more then researchers with the name actually intended to be funny with how over the top it was. They were looking at ways to protect the wizarding world using dark magics, the ultimate goal being to extend life indefinitely. Slowly Voldemort began using his team to attack muggle towns, as they had become too big a threat with the creation of nuclear weapons, and eventually other wizards that stood against him. Killing other wizards had been troubling but Voldemort began to get violent with his followers for disobeying. When he started torturing and killing their families for failure or even hesitation was when Lucius realised he was in too deep. He started working from the shadows to take the mad man down but part of him always longed for how it was in the beginning, when they were saviors of magic. If there was indeed a way to get that Voldemort back, if he could have his sanity restored... wasn't that worth the risk?

"I'm at your service my Lord" Lucius swore, once again falling pray to the man's silver tongue.

The Dark Lord smiled leaving the woman's body and pouring himself into Lucius, a far more willing host.


End file.
